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PATKICK JOSEPH MURRAY, ESQ. 

BASKISTBS<AT-LJLW, 

DntBCTOB or covnct psisoits, avd nrsivcroB or sxfobmatobt schools. 



Dear Sir, 

Please to accept this pictnre of country life, which I 
offer to you in memory of your kind encouragement of my 
literary efforts during the nine years' existence of the Irish 
QuABTERLT REVIEW. YouT patriotic support of that Na- 
tional Journal for so long a period, and your successful 
efforts in the cause of zeformatory schools, well deserve the 
gratitude of every one of your countrymen ; but you have 
a peculiar claim upon mine for many important personal 
services. 

I am, Dear Sir, 

Your faithful servant^ 

PATRICK KENNEDY. 
Anglesea-Btreet, Dablin, 
August, 1867. 
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PREFACE. 



The incidents of the following story occnired in the years 
1817 and i8i8y a short time before the writer came to 
reside in Dublin. With the exception of two or three 
flying visits which he paid not long afterwards, he has 
never since been gladdened by the sight of his native 
monntains. The manuscript was finished early in June, 
1856^ and the contents have no reference to matters con* 
nected with Wexford which have happened since the date 
of the tale. The writer is possessed of no reliable informa- 
tion as to the present relations of landlord and tenant in 
his native county, as to the abandonment of old roads or 
the positions of new ones. He has never even mastered 
the easy science of political economy, and any Enniscorthy 
green-grocer, leaning over his half-door on a Sunday even- 
ing, is fully qualified to give him a useful lesson on Wex- 
ford politics. 

The chief incidents, circumstances, and fireside confe- 
rences mentioned in this volume really occurred, and the 
strangest among them are those in which the writer has 
kept closest to the original facts. He would not have 
ventured to introduce some of them had they been pure 
inventions. 

The tale is somewhat clogged by vaiiona ^haa«5» ^3a5i 
iacidents of ordinary country life, "but fti^ Nm\fcT^ ^^s^TS^flfl 
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anxious to preserve the faithful memory of these things 
than to produce a well-constructed story. 

The reader is entitled to some apology for the personal 
intrusion of the chronicler into his history, and here it is. 
In 1856, when the following pages were written, he neither 
wished nor expected that his name should ever be seen as 
author on the title-page of a book. Accordingly, retaining 
his alias of Harry Whitney, which he had assumed with 
his firat attempt, "The Legends of Mount Leinster," he 
ventured to take up a quiet position among the kindly per- 
sonages of his new drama, saying little and doing less, but 
still slightly accelerating the progress of the story. By 
the advice of Mr. Macmillan, the eminent publisher 
of the "Fictions of the Irish Celts," which appeared 
last October, he acknowledged the authorship, and any 
further persistence in disguise would be mere affectation. 
In revising the manuscript for press he would have 
removed his dovhle altogether, but found that the process 
would be equivalent to the reconstruction of a considerable 
portion of the work. For this operation time and patience 
were needful, and of neither valuable commodity was there 
any provision at hand. Such being the case the con- 
siderate reader will please to show indulgence, and look on 
the writer as a hearty sympathiser with the spirit of the in- 
scription which, as the late estimable scholar, Mr. Patrick 
Vincent Fitz-Patrick, author of Thaumaturgus, asserted was 
to be seen in his day on the frieze of the temple at Sais in 
Egypt: 

" Know all ye who come into the world, 
And all ye who go out, 
That the Goda detest impudence." 
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IBook I. 

THE PLACE AND THE PEOPLE. 
CHAPTER I. 

CL0U6HBAWN AHD ITS SCHOOL. 

It was a fine aatumn momiiig, 1817 or 1818, as a couple 
of school-fellows and myself weie descending the steep 
way that leads £rom the village of Courtnacuddy down to 
the bridge of Och-na-Goppal, and thence up the shady 
road to the cross of Colaght. How gladly would I look 
again on the view we had then hefoie ns unnoticed 
and unregaided ! On the river banks, beyond the bridge, 
rose lofty oak, ash, and elm trees, with the sunbeams 
streaming through the foliage on the rich meadows and 
the surface of the river ; above these lay the spacious 
garden and ivy-covered ruins of the old castle, and on the 
high giove-giit lawn to their right stood the modem house 
of CasUeboio. Straight before us, on the castle side of the 
shady road beyond tiie bridge, was the large park or field 
called Glanmuin, and to the left spread thorn-fenced 
meadows, stretchhig away to the delightful old faim-house 
of Mr. Dick Greene, one of our strong gentlemen-fEurmers. 
On the severest winter morning the sight of that sunny 
road, sheltered by its skirting fir-belt» would give us a 
feeling of comfort as we came down towards the bridge, 
running at a brisk pace to keep ourselves warm. 

Still to the wesl^ beyond, and to the right of the castle, 
lay tiie townlands of Bathnure, Coolbawn, axi^'EQcraiXA^ 
town; and aa the hamaa atzetched ihe ^WV^Vft'VLsfaaDNsm. 
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ridge and the eminence of Cahir Ena's Den, and on the 
extreme right rose the lofty rugged mass of Blackstairs. 

At the upper or western end of this sunny road it meets 
the Colaght one, which runs south and north through Lord 
Carew's demesne, with trees as thick as they can grow on 
each side. We take the left or southern branch, and 
leaving on our left-hand Mr. Dick Greene's orchard and 
the rustic avenue leading down to his house, and on our 
right Mr. Watt Greene's large slated house and orchard, 
we cross the brook of Coolbawn and climb the little 
eminence to the school : we have been joined by the 
youngest of Mr. Greene's family at his gate, dear little 
Becky, and Richard, and Martha. 

In former years our hours of instruction were spent in 
the chapel, up the shady lane on the left. The school was 
a throngly- attended one* — the pupils varying in age from 
six to twenty years. Instances of immodest speech or 
action were very rare, the master being absent or present ; 
and during my sojourn there for years there was no boxing 
match to my knowledge ; yet I never think of our daily 
use of the chapel for a school without a feeling of annoy- 
ance. So, though I often felt elated when delivering the 
speech of Brutus or that of Anthony from the altar-steps, 
and recollect many happy days spent in the gallery, or on 
the shaded grassy terraces of its yard, I turn with more 
pleasure to the secular building which fitted our profane 
and worldly studies much better. 

We are among the first comers, and immediately begin 
to rehearse. By and by, Mr. O'Neil enters, gives us a 
cordial good morning, proceeds to hear off the lessons got 
out of school, and the Misses Greene repeat their French 
dialogues. 

Some dozen of us, from fourteen to eighteen years of age, 
retire to an outhouse (its floor covered with straw) to 
rehearse our Latin lessons studied on the previous evening. 
We have no monitor, but my dear old fellow-student, 
John D., with whose family the Latin usher lodges, is sup- 
posed to be able "to keep the beam* of battle straight" 
amongst us. We get through some fifty or eighty lines of 
'Ceeaar, and Sallust, and Yirgll*, an^ \i\iaiv. \?^ V^d%^ *b^ 
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work efficiently done, we refresh onr minds and bodies in 
bhis fashion. Every boy has in his pocket a square, that 
Is a quarter of a circle of griddle cake ; and any one that 
chooses commences the game by flinging up a piece of his 
cake ; and then a lively scramble takes place among the 
straw to seize the coveted morsel. Once the piece is 
secuTcd, the lucky finder, sitting on his heels, eats it with 
much gravity. No. a flings up his portion, and the 
scrutiny is renewed; clothes, hands, hats, and faces are 
treated with little ceremony, and by the time that the last 
pupil has projected his portion in the air, our faces are 
flushed, clothes and hair laced with straw, and bones sore, 
yet through all this severe horse- play not one angry word 
has been spoken. 

There was amongst us a young giant, whom nature had 
evidently cut out, mind and body, for a farmer; but who 
was doomed for priesthood by the family decree. We 
called him " Hoofs," from his enjoying a liberal provision 
of these appendages, and we occasionally suffered both from 
his hoofs and his horns. After his parents had lost many 
years striving to counteract the intentions of Providence, 
he shaped out his own proper course by marrying a neigh- 
bour's daughter, and tum^ out a good farmer, instead of 
becoming an ill-conditioned clergyman. It was interesting 
to see the priestly vocation marked from an early age in 
one or two others : I never think of one dear fellow-pupil, 
without bringing before my mind a lively image of inno- 
cence, mildness, and piety. 

On this particular day we " moderated the rancour" of 
our exercises, as the " quality" from Castleboro, and some 
of the gentlemen and ladies of the neighbourhood were 
expected to an examination. 

The school economy, as to the fees, was of a varied cha- 
racter. The poor people on the estate sent their children 
to receive gratuitous instruction, and those who were able 
paid, or did not pay, at their own option. 6ome advanced 
students, intended for the Church, were learning J^atin 
and Greek, and supported an usher (himself labouritv^Vi 
obtain Holy Orders). He lodged at Moi^ttiv A>?*> ncjA 
gave evening leasonB to the yoting people in tYial V»«»V'^^Mr 
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ble old farm house. Very little use was made of birch or 
cane in our academy. Sharing as I do the general feeling 
of the unfitness of collecting together young people c^ 
both sexes to receive a common coarse of instruction, I 
look back on my school experience, and can declare with 
entire truth that very few instances of impropriety in 
word or action could be reckoned against us. 

Our dignified, though affable teacher (" Master^ in our 
vernacular) being near-sighted, many things might have 
passed unnoticed. Still we were in considerable awe, 
some portion of which probably arose from the respect 
shewn him by the Family of the Castle, the Greenes, the 
Bobinsons, and the Fitzhenrys. 

At last "the quality" were seen coming down the road 
from Mr. Watt Greene's gate ; we all got into order ; the 
door opened, and in walked the gentlemen and ladies. 
The master received them in his best style ; and if being 
thoroughly at one's ease, unembarrassed by shyness, and 
gifted with a flow of words, be marks of a good address, 
Mr. 0*Neil had this accomplishment in perfection. 

Our gentle visitors soon set us at ease by their courtesy ; 
and examinations in spelling, reading, writing, arithmetic, 
and grammar proceeded. Sometimes the judges would 
choose to differ on the subject of the relative merits of 
Laughlin Quigly and Sylvester Quinn, or other rivals, and 
after a grave weighing and handling of the case, it would 
be decided that both were best, and consequently entitled 
to premiums ; and so the poor little ragged students and 
their parents would be in fairy- land for the rest of that 
day, and many succeeding ones. Due praise and an inter- 
esting volume fell to the successful farmer's child, and a 
good suit of clothes, or at least a pair of shoes, brought 
warmth and gladness to the cottier's child, and rejoiced the 
hearts of his parents. 

Our visitors took leave after a satisfactory examina- 
tion, and we all scattered to dine, or enjoy our feivorite 
pastimes. 

We who had come from a distance, settled ourselves on 

the graaa, in the shady paddock under Jemmy Carroll's 

cottage, and enjojed oui bread and irnVk) toT^;:Vi\% ^« 
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latter out of a black bottle. When our slight repast was 
over, we crossed the bridge, and tried each other's powers, 
leaping the brook, or seeing how far we could go in a hop, 
sUp, and Jump ; and we spent a happy hour on the grassy 
banks, without fear of blame from Mr. Greene. In the 
season we shot marvels on the road, or played hunt the 
fax ; and occasionally repaired to the fives-alley of Clon- 
roche, and enjoyed some exciting games in its arena. 

When summoned to the afternoon study, there is great 
inattention for a while, and great wiping of foreheads. 
The morning scene and mid-day play have unhinged our 
powers of abstraction. Gradually we become more atten- 
tive j the sun has been blaziug for some time through the 
western windows of the room, and at last we get the wel- 
come order for an early dismissal. 

On coming down towards the bridge^ Dan Mulrony, who 
had been outdone in the examination by little Laughlin 
Quigly, though he exceeded him by the head and 
shoidders, would not let his conqueror enjoy his httle 
triumph, but kept harping on the victory being due to 
chance, or sleight, or favor : moreover hinting " that there 
was no merit at all in the matter, seeing that Laughlin was 
luxuriating each day on good cupSf while himself was 
merely kept alive on English reds;" and finally adding, 
^^ that if Laughlin was nearer his own height, and if he 
thought it worth his while, what a leathering he would give 
him !'* This was the last straw on the back of our lillipu- 
tian cameL He jumped into the middle of the road, but- 
toned his coat, and invited his bulky antagonist to a trial 
at the fists, in these unstudied phrases : '^ You are a big 
dunce, Dan j ay, and a coward, too, Dan ; come on if you 
dare, Dan ; I'll stand my ground, Dan ; Tm not a bit 
a&aid of you, Dan ; Til knock an eye out of you, Dan.*' 
Dan, not desiring the loss of that useful organ, did not 
i^scept the invitation, and we were relieved horn his 
grumblings for the remainder of the walk. 
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CHAPTER 11. 

tlNTER TWO OP THE PERSONAGES. 

Two of our former pupils had came on this day to 
witness tlie examination. They were long-tried friends 
and comrades, though differing in many points of taste 
and character. They had been together in Mr. Diarmuid 
K.'s school, at the chapel of Rathnure, and at Mr. Martin 
Doyle's, of Shanowel, near Tottenham Green, some miles 
to the south, and had spent their last two seasons of 
school life at Cloughbawn. They were now variously 
occupied, Bryan Roche working on his father's farm, 
not very far from the bridge of Castleboro, and Edward 
O'Brien teaching a school below Enniscorthy. Edward's 
home family consisted of father, mother, and sister, the 
latter aged twenty-three, and little Pat, a boy of Ijen. 
Their farm adjoined Bryan's, and it was the geneial 
opinion that the old gentleman had a sheaf of bank notes 
laid aside somewhere or other. However, there was no 
evidence of this fact in his mode of living, nor in his treat- 
ment of his family. Edward having gone through his 
school career, and not feeling disposed to farm labour, and 
having no penchant for the duties of a shop-clerk, had 
assumed the charge of the children of a few Protestant 
families, to whom he was recommended by Mr. O'Neil. 
I happened to have been the companion of these young 
men at Shanowel school, and for the two seasons spent 
afterwards at Cloughbawn. 

The two friends were very dissimilar in appearance. 
O'Brien was middle-sized and dark of hue, while Roche 
was fair, tall, and proportionably stout. O'Brien was fond 
of everything connected with polite letters except the 
drudgery ; but in happy houis, and when need urged, he 
was not to be dismayed by any amount of mental labour. 
As to bodily exertion, except in the article of juvenile 
sports, I am obliged to own that he was most decidedly 
lazy. Roche, on the other hand, was wedded to farming 
occupations. He had made a mere respectable progress in 
school business, and was now likely to lose, for want of 
exercise, the fruit of some years? alxxd^^ "1EA^«si3l -sRea 



ENTER TWO OF THE PEBSOKAaBS. 7 

tetuming to his duties from a trip to Graigue, of which we 
shall hear more by and by, and availing himself of a short 
vacation to visit his old teacher and playmates. He had 
been a sort of general favourite some two or three years 
pasty being always ready to give the master a helping 
hand in instructing the classes, and likewise a ringleader 
among the scholars from his activity and skill in all sorts 
of school pastimes. " 

From the school till we passed Watt Greene's gate there 
was no opportunity for confidential talk, as Martha, and 
Eichard, and Eebecca had secured onr attention, and were 
detailing their little grievances and important secrets. 
Eebecca' s grand communication was addressed to myself 
in these words (she was the youngest of the family) : 
"Now you must not tell Martha, for your life, what I am 
going to say to you. I was going up the lane there on 
the right, yesterday, and 1 was looking among the bushes, 
and what did I see but a little ram's (wren's) nest, and 
so I stole over, and put my finger in the upper hole, and 
a nice little ram with a cocked tail jumped out of the 
other, and there I saw five or six of the dawniest creatures 
you ever saw in your life in the nest ; and I went away 
for fear Td make the mother forsake them ; and now if 
you tell Martha she'll tell somebody else, and they will 
frighten the old bird, and she will forsake the nest, and 
the little things will die of hunger." 

I do not recollect the fate of the little pets, but all this 
time Martha and Eichard had some other weighty secrets 
to divulge to Edward and Bryan ; and when we came to 
the gate we were secured by Mr. Samuel and Miss Eliza, 
and treated to some sweet apples. I wonder if the figures 
" 1 790," cut out in red brick, are still extant on the lofty 
gable-end wall, and if the apples in the old orchard are as 
sweet as in the long-vanished days. Kind and affable 
Mr. and Mrs. Greene, I still cherish your memory, and 
hereby send my loving regards to as many of your good- 
natured children as live to read these lines. 

Bidding our gentle little friends good bye, we got on to 
the entrance of the sweet-briar lane that txxtii^^ ^o^wXf^ 
Mr, Dick Greene's. At that spot there yt^ ^ di*^"^ ^iv^f^ 
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between the road and Mr. Greene's orcbaM ; and on tbe 
bigb bank tbat served for fence were bis sons-^two fine 
young men ; and for tbe next four or five exciting minutes 
tbere was a lively scene of scrambling among tbe scbolars, 
young and old, for tbe nice fruit tbat was flung out to 
tbem by tbeir laugbing and generous entertainers ; tbe few 
girls in our company being exempt from tbe struggle, as 
tbeir friends in tbe co'rduroys were only too bappy to 
sbare tbe spoil ^tb tbem. Wben tbe strife was over, 
poor James D., wbo was a great " boast " in bis way, and 
migbty £ree witb bis tongue, said sometbing tbat did not 
particularly please bis cousin Anty (Anastasia), a stout 
bandsome little lamb of tbirteen. Sbe made no remark, 
but took bim by tbe collar, and gave bim tbe neatest fiEdl 
I ever saw inflicted on a boaster. 



CHAPTER III. 

CASTLEBORO IN OUR YOUTH. 

Some of tbe body turned at tbe cross of Colagbt down 
tbe sbady road to tbe bridge, wbicb bas been already 
described; others took tbe straigbt road wbicb leads 
tbrougb tbe demesne, west of tbe lake and castle, and on 
to tbe mill and bridge of Castleboro ; and Edward and 
Bryan took tbe patb tbat crosses obliquely tbe great field 
of Glanmuin, in tbe direction of tbe garden, and out-offices, 
and ruins of tbe old castle. 

My own route was towards tbe " borse-ford," but on 
tbis occasion I took tbe same patb witb my two friends, in 
order to refresb our reminiscences of Sbanowel. Wben 
we were left to ourselves, I fancied tbat tbere was a sbade 
of sadness on Edward's face. It was also noted by Bryan, 
wbo began to rally bim on tbe subject. " Ab, Ned, you 
and I have for ever bade adieu to tbe bappy life of scbool- 
boys. As for myself, bowever, I feel bappy enougb. I 
would sometimes wisb tbe sun lower in tbe evening, tbat 
I might unyoke and have a bit of chat witb your motber 
and Theresa. As for your father, be is so wrapped up in 
plans for swelling the stocking that's bid away somewbere, 
I that Ma company is not Teiy axa\ks^xi^. 1ii^q!^^\ ^ats^ 
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times feel that Theresa is cold enough towards me, and 
Fm sure she need not. She can't but know the love I 
have for herself and everything she touches; aye, even 
the ground which she treads on. She might show a 
little more gra to me. Maybe she likes somebody else, 
but I can't think that either. No one ever saw her for 
three minutes in any young man's company. I am sure of 
you and Mrs. O'Brien's good wishes, but don't know 
what to make of the old gentleman." 

" But what has happened % You seem as if you were 
just after exploring Cahir Euadh's den, and had seen some 
doleful vision there. Have pupils and parents for once 
agreed in their views on education, and combined to elect 
a new professor, or have you suflfered a barring out? 
Come, come, reveal your woes like a man !" 

" Ah, Bryan, you may joke at your ease. I have in- 
curred responsibilities which I might have avoided ; and 
were it to be done again, I suppose my conduct would 
be just the same ; but the future prospects are very serious 
looking." 

'^Oh, dear ! what a happy careless life was ours at 
Shanowel, under the innocent wand of poor Martin 
Doyle ! What a cozy school-house, and what a collection 
of brave boys and handsome little girls, and what easy 
duty had Martin to do ! He took the world very easy at 
all events. !No whipping, no scolding, his hat evermore 
on his head, and his cane &om January to December under 
his arm, never in his hand. With what benignity and 
resignation did he hear the lessons, and how clear and 
interesting was the lecture on Book- keeping. Well did he 
simplify its principles to the learners ; and when the exer- 
cise was over, how complacently he would add — 

Now, my brave Tbrojans, go study your lagtTy 

And work might and main, as you would for a wager. 

" Wasn't it pleasant on a fine summer day to quit the 
hot school, and lie abroad on the green bank that lay be- 
tween the unfenced stony lane and the little stream, and 
work or idle as we pleased ! Some good progress "^^las^^b 
without doubt ; bnt the catching of ^ufces m >^^ «^«»xcv. 
jmd^T Tottenhsm Gieeu, and the dellgUba ol ^^os. vcA 
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Hounds' often interfered with ^ JachsorC and ' SimsonJ 
You can't but recollect how condescendingly would our 
worthy 'masther^ abridge the evening's exercises when 
any of his pupils' relations would give him a gentle press- 
ing to take a walk over to the alehouse at the corner of 
the Old Deer Park. Well, I see you wonder what all 
this has to do with my late achievements. I must own 
that it has no connection with them whatever. I had not 
courage to begin, but now I feel a little warmed ; I'll take 
the bull by the horns. Ah ! Harry, you thief, read your 
story-books, tire yourself leaping and hurling, say your 
prayers, and avoid the society of girls, big or little. What 
I preach to you I have not practised mysel£ St. George 
for England ! Now for the plunge ! 

" I have, as you know, been for nearly two years with 

Mr. Jenkins' family at , below Enniscorthy. I 

attend to private tuitions morning and evening, and have 
a select class in the day ; and one of my morning occupa- 
tions for some time has been to attend Eev. Mr. S.'s little 
people. We get on pretty well. I suppose they would 
prefer me to be a Protestant, but I have no complaint to 
make. The minister and his lady are an amiable pair, and 
treat their children in a mild and rational manner. Mr. 
S. was studying the Bible the other morning, while his 
youngest child was poking in the cinders. Taking his 
eyes off the book for a moment, he added, * What are you 
doing. Crick ^ ' * I am making poteen, father, ' said he in 
a very husky tone ; * Will you have a glass ] ' * No,' was 
the serious reply ; * I will not encourage the manufacture 
of illicit whiskey.' 

" Thomas, the next above him, is all for studying the 
habits of animals, but he is rather backward at reading. 
We came the other day to the rhymed alphabet, where the 
last letter figures thus : 

Z was a zebra, and found in Africa. 

" *0h, Mr. O'Brien !' said he, ' did Billy Everett (a book- 
seller in a neighbouring town) go to Africa to bring horned- 
this zebra 1 ' 

"John, the eldest, has not so much quicksilver in hi8 
Vems aa Thomas ; but he, too, \a o^^ m \:i^ or^ni nr^"!. 
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rhe other day his mamma gave him, for some little fault, 
% tap ou the cheek that would have crushed the wing of a 
butterfly, and then walked very majestically out of the 
room. He was so astonished by this unusual proceeding, 
that he looked after her in the greatest amaze for about 
ben seconds ; but then, seeming to recover his presence of 
mind, he remarked, *I suppose she thinks she is very clever 
after that/ I am sure you would have pitied poor Miss 
Dorothy if you had seen her distress one evening about a 
fortnight since. I had given her too long an exercise, or 
she was not in th^ vein of study ; so after many uneasy 
symptoms she cried out, * Oh ! how I wish that I'd die to- 
uight, and be buried to-morrow, and be rotting in my grave 
all the days of my life ! ' 

'* And this brings nice little Master Ben before me, with 
his tight plaid dress and bare arms. He was very busy 
one day, and contrary to his custom, was very quiet in the 
corner. At last he came over to me with a face of triumph, 
exhibiting a pair of corks, joined by an open work circular 
wall of needles, on pretence of its being a fly-cage ; and 
joyfully cried out, 'Could you do such a thing as that, 
sir?" 

Bryan. — ^Tell us. what sort of people are these old Pala- 
tine families to live with. 

Edward. — Faith, they are very like the better sort of our 
own people, a little staider in their manner, and not so 
easily put in a passion, that's all. The head of one of the 
houses is a regular jolly Paddy as ever you saw, in spite of 
his very Scotch name. The young folk do not get as many 
thumps as ours ; but they are kept too long at jchurch on 
Sundays. 

H, W, — Oh, dear ! this is all very edifying, but what 
about the little secret you were going to tell us 1 

Bryan, — Ned reminds me of a man that took half a 
mile of a run to jump over a trench. The story will be 
good when it comes. 

We had got to the further side of Glanmuin at this time, 
#ith the wooded banks of the Boro below at our rigjit^^x^i 
a straight avenue before us, passing the extensiN^ ^wt^wa. 
before mentioned I trembled for the chance oi >i»£ft "g^o- 
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mised commmiication for that eyening at least when I 
saw coming out of the gate Charley Bedmond, one. of the 
young assistants, a most restless and good-humoured indi- 
yidutd, his chief pleasure consisting in bodily feats, and in 
detailing extravagant feusts. It must be said to his praise 
that of two stories, — the one fact, the other fiction, and 
both equally interesting, — ^he always preferred relating the 
true one. He was a favourite with most of the people 
about the castle, and was looked on with regard by the 
gentlemen ; as among a society whose conscientiousness in 
small things had been only imperfectly developed, he 
really felt it a case for confession if he did not discharge 
his duty to his employers, or if he saw them injured by 
theft or neglect^ when he could prevent it. 

He now began to tell us in great glee the disappointment 
of a knavish boy, who, being lately appointed to watch the 
fruit at night, had wheeled a barrow full of the best he 
could find out through the door in the lower wall, and hid 
them veiy safely, as he thought, in a clump of young 
saplings, with long grass all round them. The evening of 
the next day he came to look after his treasiire, but the 
pigs had been before him. There wasn't as much as the 
s^ of one of them left for the young rogue. 

By the time the story was ended we had got through the 
jexd^ with the old castle on one side, and were out on the 
slope above the stream that runs from the lake down to the 
Boro. 

The old lawn, with its big trees, stretched away on our 
left side, the lake flashed under the rays of the sinking 
sun, and on the farther bank and higher on the new lawn 
loomed the great, square, modem building. The fir grove 
encircling the north side of this lawn swept down along the 
river bank towards our right ; the evening rays just glancing 
on the tops of the dark firs, tinging the outlines and roof 
of the castle, and darting through the lofty trees that 
fringed the lower border of the lake, where its waters were 
confined by a massive dam. 

These trees being just in front of us as we looked 

towards the building, the great breadth of shade formed 

iU^ the partly opaque mass, and tlie\>iod^^i;^aAQr«% ^0x03^011 
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the grassy bank and the stony bed below the dam, brought 
out in sdft and bright relief the green velvety carpet of the 
lawn on which we were reposing to enjoy the view. And 
what a lovely effect was produced in the clump of trees by 
the transparent yellowish green, where the thinner screen 
of leaves allowed the rays to pass through, contrasted with 
the dark stems shooting up tHl lost in the thicker foliage 
overhead. 

The extensive new stables and garden had begun to 
occupy the castle side of the stream before this time, but I 
love rather to dwell on the old picture formed by the 
smooth turfy slopes and the great trees, that stood here and 
there. 

Having passed doAvn the lawn and across the bridge, our 
friend Bedmond left us to give in some report to his chief 
in the new garden, while we took the gravelled walk across 
the lawn on the^north of the castle, and down the path in 
the thick fir-grove that leads to the bridge and miU. 
Edward being urged to commence his tale, took heart of 
grace at last, and began the recital as we leisurely trod the 
skirting walk of the lawn, with the golden light of evening 
around us, and then passed into the dark grove, where the 
walk was thickly strewed with withered fir leaves, if leaves 
they may be tjaUed. 



CHAPTEE IV. 

EDWABD COMMENOES HIS STORY. 

" I HAD been about a year in my new employment, when, 
after closiug my little seminary one evening; I joined Mr. 
Jenkins' family in the harvest field. I found the usual group, 
enlarged by the presence of a young girl of middle size, 
well formed, and presenting in features the usual type of 
Irish comeliness, large soft eyes, full lips, cheeks well 
coloured, and hair of a chesnut hue. I do not recollect 
how we were thrown into each other's society that evening, 
and other succeeding ones. There was a charm in the soft 
expression of her face, and her sweet-toned voice, which 
won upon my heart from the evening on "wVsi*^ Tca:^ ^"^^^ 
first T&sted apon her, IShe was there only m^^^^dsc^^^ 



X4 THB BAKKS OF THB BORO. 

iervant, but on enquiry I found that she belonged to ft 
respectable Protestant family in reduced circumstances. 

** One Sunday evening as she and I, and some of the 
younger folk, were on a walk to visit a sick neighbour, Mr. 
Jenkins's eldest son and a companion of his darted out 
from behind a tree, and so startled us that Eliza gave a 
scream, and flew to the other side of the road ; and the 
young man I mentioned sprang over, and secured her 
society for the rest of the walk. She did not seem as cold 
with him as I could wish, and I was left alone to balance 
the pleasures and discomforts of the walk. I really felt 
on that occasion some unmistakeably jealous pangs, and 
when an opportunity next occurred I did not seek to con- 
ceal my disapproval and chagrin. 

" I am not able to tell how she contrived to remove this 
disagreeable sensation, but removed it was; and thence- 
forward I lost no opportunity of assisting her in her occu- 
pations when I fancied that my doing so would not be 
remarked, or of purchasing some trifling present for her, 
such as a ribbon or a little pocket book. I often dwell 
with pleasure on the form and colours of her Sunday 
bonnet, adorned with one of these same white, red, and 
green coloured ribbona 

" One Saturday afternoon, finding that Mrs. Jenkins had 
gone into town, accompanied by her daughter and Eliza» 
I walked in the same direction, and by good fortune met 
them on the point of retuniing home ; and we managed, 
without much appearance of contrivance, to walk together 
for a good part of the way back. 

" I shall never forget that evening ; it was just such a 
calm sunny one as this, the most of the road being in 
shadow, and the tops of the hedges, and the trees, and the 
fields on the other side of the Slaney, smiling in the 
evening sun-light. 

"All the sounds audible were of a happy, pleasing 
character ; the distant bark of a dog, the rumbling of a 
car on the road, the gurgling of the Slaney, and the lowing 
of cows returning from pastures. Our companions kept a 
little in advance, or rather we kept a little in the rear ; 
and the low murmuring sound of my dear one's voice, the 



EDWARD COHMENCES HIS 8T0BT. I3 

loving character of the conversation, the occasional glimpses 
of her mild, sweet face, and a loving pressure of her hand 
when it could pass unnoticed, produced a state of pure, 
deep enjoyment such as I had never felt till then. 

" Up to this time the exhibition of our feelings towards 
each other was of. an uncertain though interesting and 
tender character, but afterwards our discourse and de- 
meanour to each other were those of declared lovers. The 
only bitter ingredient now was the difference in our reli- 
gions, but on one occasion, when the subject was started, 
she promised me that in case we were ever to be united, 
there should be only one path to our dwelling. 

" This state of happiness was not appointed to endure. 
Mr. and Mrs. Jenkins began to suspect our attachment, 
and judging that a union between us was not desirable, 
but yet not willing to use any avoidable harshness, pro- 
cured a situation for Eliza with their son-in-law, who lived 
convenient to Camck Ruadh ; and sent her thither during 
one of my temporary home visits. When I returned and 
found her place vacant, I felt as a wayfarer who has been 
leisurely straying through lovely sun-lighted scenery, when 
he enters on a boundless waste, with a lead- colored sky 
over him. The day now seemed endless, and ordinary 
occupations intolerable ; and after a month's endurance I 
determined that, come what might, I would once more 
gaze on that loved form and face ; so, taking a temporaiy 
leave of my pupils, I started on a foggy winter's morning 
for her residence. 

" I had been up to that time unwilling to write for fear 
the message might come into the wrong hands, and, besides, 
the receipt of a letter by a young girl in her sphere of life 
■would be sure to awaken- all sorts of surmises and inquiries. 
So trusting for an unwitnessed interview to whatever in- 
fluence watches over lovers, I pushed briskly forward, but 
with a disagreeable beating of my heart at times. I came 
into Enniscorthy through the lovely scenery that spreads 
on the west bank of the Slaney below the town ; but the 
season being winter, and the sky over-clouded, and m.^ 
mind terribly pre-occupied, I was not mucb. ento«ivfe^'\s^ 
the prospect 
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'^ I took a hurried breakfast in the neighbourhood of the 
finely preserved castle bmlt by Gerald de Prendergast, 
but I bestowed very little thought upon his wars, his 
loves, or his grie& ; nor reflected that in some years hence 
my present anxiety would be as little remembered as his 
fame has been for seven hundred years past. 

^'Eesuming my journey, I descended the steep castle 
hill, crossed the old narrow bridge, went up the bye-way 
by Shiel's well, with its ever icy-cold water, gave a back- 
ward glance at the grey castle-walls and the well-sheltered 
garden and flat green island above the bridge, the rushing 
waters of the river, the hilly, irregular streets, with the 
grey and red roofs and white walls of the houses, and the 
morning smoke struggling up through the leaden atmos- 
phere, and thought of the hundreds of hearts and heads 
within these wsdls, some waking up to enjoyment, and 
many others to anxiety and sorrow. 

"Vinegar-hill, of bloody memory, with its wind-mill 
tower, in which no grain was ever ground, was now passed 
on my left hand, and for three long hours I was trudging 
through strange villages, along miry roads, and amid 
scenery uninteresting enough in my present frame of feel- 
ing. I passed Clondaw, the chapel of Boolavogue, the 
Harrow, and Clorogue chapel, the rugged Carrick Boadh 
still acting as my land-mark. Having arrived withi^ baK a 
mile of my gosd, I seduced an urchin to go forward and 
privately acquaint Eliza that a friend of hers wished to 
speak to her. Now there were ten chances to one that her 
mistress might get the message instead of herselj^ or that 
she might be watched, or might be absent. How can I 
give you an idea of the state of my mind while waiting on 
fate's decree under a rueful hedge, and in a driyjling 
shower 1 

" After a lapse of what seemed two hours, but which, I 
suppose, did not exceed twenty minutes, 1 was blessed by 
the sight of my darling hastening to me. How lovely 
seemed her flushed face, how graceful her figure, and how 
dear was the grasp of that hand, not pressed for four long 
weeks ! Our conversation for the ten or fifteen minutes 
that her mistress and the f alea a^o'TV^^ c^oii&\a\ft^ ot broken 
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sentences, but how mucli did it exceed the most eloqnent 
language that ever fell from the lips of orator ! One thing, 
however, was resolved on ; to live much longer apart was 
simply intolerable. So when the next two months came 
to an end, Eliza would proceed to the old town of Graigue 
to visit a young girl who was now Hving in the same house 
with her, but was about leaving, and with whom she had 
formed a tender friendship. 

" It was settled that on a certain day we should meet at 
The Iron Forge, and proceed together till I should see her 
safe with her friend, with or near whom she was to live 
openly as a Catholic for a twelvemonth; and then we 
could be married without perilling the safety of the offi- 
ciating clergyman. So the awful engagement was made. 
We could see nothing in the future but enduring love and 
fidelity ; and objections of parents, fear of poverty, dis- 
agreement, all vanished from the enchanted circle in which 
we existed for the time. In speaking this way of mutual 
feeling, I can, of course, only be certain of my own, but 
still 1 am thoroughly confident that my love is truly shared 
and returned. As she could not well prolong her st^y 
•without risk of discovery and blame, we strove to give 
each other that courage which neither of us felt, and at 
last parted with very heavy hearts. 

** Ah ! how dreary seemed the homeward road after the 
pleasurable excitement of the first half-hour ! — that road 
now rendered more dreary by the drizzling rain that fell 
on me unrelentingly for fifteen miles. I was soon soaked 
to the shirt, and my feet were in an uncomfortable state 
£K>m wet and mire. How I pity a pin-maker or a handi- 
craftsman who has but a mere mechanical process to occupy 
his hands, while his mind is insensible to healthy action of 
any kind. While performing that weary and monotonous 
journey, I felt some, but only some, of that mental dreari- 
ness, for my mind rested with pleasure at intervals on the 
late interview, and anticipated the happiness of the coming 
fine long day, when we could enjoy each other's society 
without fear or doubt. 

"Still the rain beat on my face, and 'm'j ^^«^"^^stfc 
diminishing^ and every mile seemed iii(^TeeASxi^m\^'Qk2|6f^ 
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I left behind me in succession, Enniscorthy, which I passed 
through after nightfall, the Daphney, Scobie, the steep hill 
of Money hore, the furzy valley and mill of Dranagh, the 
village of Courtnacuddy, with the sparkles flashing from 
the door of Jem Behan's forge, through the soft, heavy 
rain. Nothing was now left to overcome but the long 
level strip of road to Rathphelim, and the remaining short 
trip; and welcome was the light shining through our 
kitchen window, when 1 was near home. I fear I made a 
very indifferent return to the warm reception given me by 
my mother and Theresa. I strove to say a moiety of my 
accustomed prayers, and got into bed at once, leaving my 
wet clothes to the care of the women. A deep sleep feU 
on me the moment I was at rest, but I was roused very 
unwillingly from it in about half an hour to take a slight 
supper. I got through the operation half asleep, and was 
again wrapped in forgetfulness, which endured for nine 
hours. On awaking I experienced the feeling of one who 
finds himself aroused after a sleep of three weeks, and 
feels that a wide chasm has separated him in the interim 
from human interest. I was conscious of having passed 
through a state of mental anxiety and bodily fatigue, but 
all distinct memory of the incidents of the past day was 
for the moment beyond my grasp. By degrees conscious* 
ness returned, and with it a deep feeling of depression/* 

> o ♦ » < 

CHAPTEE V. 

A SOCIAL EVENING MEAL. 

We were now upon Castleboro bridge, looking down npon 
the troubled and rocky course of the river, the fir-covered 
hill, down which we had come, being on our right, and on 
the other side of the stream the mill and comfortable 
dwelling-house of Mr. Graham, steward of the estate. One 
road here Avent westwards, parallel to the Boro (a young 
wood lying on the slope between road and river), till it 
joined the Bunclody and Ross high-road. On the other 
side of the bridge the way stretched eastwards through 
Courtnacuddy to Enniscorthy. A landscape painter had 
the niateriala of a good pictuie lieTe \l \kfc W^\saa «^»xi. 
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a field or so up from the bridge, with his foreground of 
inch and stream and browsing cattle, light warm mass of 
stone and earthy bank in and about the bridge, and the 
tawney scarped cutting, where the grove towers above the 
road, relieved by the dark green and brown of the firs, and 
these again so well contrasted with the softer-looking 
foliage of the ash-trees on the mill-side of the river. 

Here I would have parted from my friends, but Bryan 
insisted on Edward and myself spending the evening at 
his father's; and Charles Redmond, just then passing 
homewards to Courtuacuddy, was obliged to be my com- 
panion, a young boy who accompanied him undertaking to 
satisfy our parents as to our whereabouts. 

We accordingly proceeded to Bryan's, the conversation 
becoming general. And now the considerate reader is 
called on to excuse any further map-making on this occa<» 
sion for something like the reason given in a song com- 
posed by one of the Cloughbawn students. Alluding to 
the abode of the heroine, he thus concluded his lay — 

*' It is not my intention her honoured name to mention, 

For fear many suitors might come 
To supplicate her favour, and view her habitation, 

Lake Penelope, both morning and noon. 
Ytovel the top of Mount Leineter her mansion you might see, 

Between the river Boro and the lofty hill of Brie ; 
Were I to gain her favour, from all trouble I'd be free, 

And expire in yon valley so green." 

My old schoolfellow has nearly strained his poetic 
license in this instance to the very point of tearing. From 
the relative positions of the mountain and. plain, I would 
defy even a poet, unless aided by a special good telescope, 
to discover the lady's abode. There would be some shadow 
of probability if he had substituted Brie itself, or Eaheena- 
houiiy or Vinegar-hill or Cooliah, or even Blackstairs, but 
then the poetry would suffer. So let my friend obtain 
indulgence ; he did not intend to instruct little boys and 
girls in geography. 

I will only add that the farm steading was of the usual 
country fashion. Built on a slope, a brawling stream, taw 
below, and a bushy hill rose on the opv^^^^ ^^^^ ^ 
snxxg iithle oTchaid and cabbage-garden and \ia^«x^^».l ^ 
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the reie of the dwelling, the baru, the cow-honse, and 
stable, which inclosed three sides of the spacious lawn — ^the 
fourth being bounded by a low wall, with a gate in its 
centre. 

In the circle of my country acquaintance, Mr. Boche, 
senior, was the gentlest, the most equable, and the most 
really pious character I had ever th© good fortune to know. 
He bore but a very moderate share in the evening conver- 
sation round his hearth, being often absorbed in mental 
prayer. His face was the index of the calm and peaceable 
soul within. I have never been able to imagine how he 
and his robust, sturdy, well-looking wife, came to put 
their necks under the same yoke. It may, however, be 
supposed that youth, and the natural wish to please, and 
the inevitable ignorance of the wiles and ways of the other 
sex, from which young courtiers suffer, had some influence 
in the matter. We knew them not till several years after 
marriage, when character and manner had assumed a con- 
lirmed form and direction. 

The house was furnished with what would be called in 
towns the first floor, or attic, there being but one such flat 
over the good level, clay floor ; but in our little world it 
was " the loft." It was approached by a flight of stairs 
in the comer of the kitchen, and the recess under the same 
stairs was found very convenient for the stowing of pots, 
keelers, and other utensils. 

We were ushered into the parlour on our arrival, and 
welcomed by the hearty and hospitable mistress, and found 
assembled Mr. Eoche senior, the juniors of the two families, 
and Mrs. O'Brien and Theresa, to whom our stout-built 
school-fellow was so tenderly attached, Edward, and 
Charley, and myself were hopeful of his affection being re- 
turned ; but the lady was of reserved habits, and though 
we were certain of her firmness, and constancy to any reso* 
lution once made, we were also aware of her caution in 
forming such resolution. 

I would be glad to give my readers a lively picture of 

her as she then appeared to me, with the serious character 

of her sweet features enlivened by the sight of her true* 

hearted lover ; but it is now many yeai^ ^axiR.^ \ ^a^^r \m8^ 
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and the tints and outlines of her countenance have become 
dim on the tablet of memory. I can only present her as 
having her abundant dark brown hair tied at the back of 
her graceful head in the mode of antique Greek statues and 
Irish country girls ; her forehead smooth and round ; her 
eyebrows and eyelashes dark and finely formed ; her eyes 
large, and with a serious and tender expression ; her 
cheeks with oval contour and slight tinge of colour ; nose 
straight ; mouth and chin such as you, my young friend, 
would wish to see gracing your betrothed, voice low, de- 
meanor gentle and reserved, and dress, that of the farmers' 
daughters of our province. , 

I have been looking out for some time for a face among 
my Dublin acquaintance that might enable me to put some 
living touches to this picture, but have not succeeded. I 
have also examined some portraits, and lost my labour. 
Coming lately through Westmoreland-street, I stopped to 
look at the Nymph ^ the Ocean Wave, The Wild Wood-rote, 
The Hourie of the Harvest HonUj and other delicately- 
featured beauties gracing the fronts of music pieces ; but 
felt assured that these well-coloured sketches bore no 
resemblance to any individual beauty that ever breathed. 
So I console myself with this reflection^ that were I to 
paint Theresa's countenance in words, with the most 
patient exactness, neither Smith, Hayes, Lover, Eothwell, 
nor Burton would depict her likeness on canvas, ivory, or 
paper from my laboured and fiitUe efforts. Some years 
since, indeed, I saw in the Hibernian Academy a nameless 
portrait by Catterson Smith ; I wish I was the owner of it. 
I would get it engraved for a frontispiece to this book, and 
omit my washy verbal likeness. There was the same com- 
bination of sweet features, and the mild and almost melan- 
choly expression of the whole countenance ; but Theresa's 
face was not always sedate, and was seldom melancholy. 
On occasions when some well-meant effort of Bryan to give 
her pleasure, produced only a ridiculous result, or when 
some piece of waggery was executed by Eedmond, how 
silvery was the laugh, or how sweet the smile dimpling 
over the lovely features, just like a tippV^ on cX^«t ^^X««>« 
"i/Ly own private opinion, which I vyili iio\i eoiotR.^ csa ts 
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gentle readers, in this matter is, that when Toice and coun- 
tenance correspond, the laugh of a beautiful woman is the 
sweetest music in the world. 

I felt certain of my friend's good fortune if (as I Hoped) 
her heart was interested in his favour. I was aware of her 
good qualities as daughter and sister, of her unassuming 
manners, true piety, and goodness of heart ; and was ready 
to guef^s at her constancy and depth of affection, where it 
would be bestowed, and her power of enduring the ordi- 
nary trials of life with patience and submission. The 
greeting between my big school-mate and Mrs. O'Brien 
was very cordial ; but he approached Theresa with dif- 
fidence, and the ordinary salutation and shaking of hands 
was accomplished with some awkwardness on both sides, in 
the proportion of four parts to the gentleman's account, 
and one to the lady's. 

Though it was harvest time, there was a fire in the grate, 
as the season was partially wet, and as the room was not in 
daily use, and the floor was clay. A heavy, round oak 
table occupied the middle of the parlour, and it was soon 
charged with plates heaped with fresh, hot wheat cakes 
split in the middle, and the insides well provisioned with 
butter. There was no opportunity for -that dreadful state 
of weariness in which, as I have read in novels, great 
people are enveloped during the short period that precedes 
dinner, for Mrs. Roche and her maid were occupied in 
fitting out the tea-table ; Mrs. O'Brien was lending a help- 
ing hand ; Theresa was requested to preside over the tea- 
pot, and Bryan and Edward were quite ready for the ofl&ce 
of handing round the plates and tea-cups. Ah ! what a 
shock some grand ladies would receive could they but " let 
into their delicate imaginations" the quantity of cream and 
sugar that was consumed ! 

Now, as all of our company were better used to good 
stirabout, and potatoes and milk, for their ordinary daily 
fare, they enjoyed the present festival as much as a Dublin 
citizen does his occasional roast wild-fowl, real turtle soup, 
and champagne ; or as fine ladies and gentlemen do a 
breakfast at an open-air party, m\iVit\ia\Ta.dmirers by their 
judee. If any subject of discovjctae vj«a «»\«s\ft^ ot ^\«t\ 
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begun to be told, tbeie waa no end to the inteimptions, 
arising from cordial pressing on the one side, and modest 
excuses on the other, or exhortations to the young men to 
be more alive to their duties — exhortations very needless, 
indeed, as far as Bryan was concerned. 

Mr. Eoche, senior, having known H. W.'s relatives of 
Coolcul, with whom he abode while himself and his two 
comrades were practising book-keeping and prison bars in 
Shanowel, was enquirmg about themselves and their affairs, 
and information was given about them in a very fragment 
tary style, somewhat in this fashion. 

> •♦ ♦ < 

CHAPTER V. 

A UNITED FAMILY. 

H. W. — So the two brothers Murphy were married to 
my father's first cousins, Peggy and Polly K., and all lived 
together in the old manor-house at Coolcul, as you go from 
Taghmon to G:ofifs Bridge. In process of time — 

Mrs, Roche. — ^I think it is time for the tea to be drawn. 
Bryan, will you lay the tea-pot before Theresa, and fill it, 
and don't spill any of the boiling water on her gown or 
your own shoes, if you can help it. 

Bryan runs in a fluster to execute the welcome order, 
and, by good fortune, does not scald any one. 

H, W, — An increase coming in the two families, and the 
labourers and servants being many, they built up a par- 
tition, and pretended to live apart. Ah, what a loving 
pair of families they were ! 

Mrs, Roche, — Perhaps Bryan is in love. He has sup- 
plied the slop- bowl with cream, instead of attending to the 
wants of Charley's cup ; what can that betoken 1 

H,W. — ^Things were not at the worst till the marriages 
of the grown-up children, for then they were obliged to 
remove, one to the south fence of the orchard, the other to 
the west end of the great bawn. Now, one of the brides 
being from the barony of Forth — 

Mrs, ^oc^.— -Harry, I wish you would take your tea 
while it is hot. You never know when \« ato^ oti^^ ^wjl 
take a stoiyin band. 
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A few gulps are taken by way of get off. 

H, W, — From the barony of Forth, as I said, and a thrifty 
dame by right of Barony she was, and the very leverse of 
her new connections in disposition. 

Mr, Roche, — Indeed I don't wonder at it Her Barony 
may serve for a pattern of care and good management to 
the rest of the county, and all Ireland into the bargain. 
They produce great quantities of beans, and often use no 
firing but the dry bean-stalks ; and as soon as the pot is 
boiled, out goes the fire. Then, if a farmer or his soiiB 
come in wet, and find no fire, they throw off their damp 
clothes, and put on dry ones, and fall to some job that can 
be done within the house. People of the neighbouiii^ 
baronies call them Beany Bags in derision of their saving, 
habits. I wish they were as ready to imitate their example 
as to call them nick-names. It is curious, if what people 
say of them be true, that till lately the Barony of Forth 
furnished more young priests than all the rest of the pro- 
vince of Leinster. 

Charley, — Small thanks to them for being saving and 
devout ; don't they eat four meals in the twenty-four 
hours ? One of the Ninety-Eight men once told me that at 
the retreat of Fookes's Mill he saw a stout young Barony 
man crying, as if his heart would break. 'Whafs the 
matter with you, man,' said he, *i8 it afraid you aret' 
' N-n-no indeed, not a bit. I am no more afraid than 
yourself,' was the reply ; * but I did not eat a bit these 
four hours.' 

Mrs, O'Brien. — ^This is another story that people tell 
about them. Some time before the rebellion, a legacy was 
left to a farmer in Forth, but he would have to go up to 
Dublin to get possession. Neither himself nor any of his 
neighbours had ever been beyond Wexford town ; and the 
perils of the journey seemed so great that it was argued in 
the whole neighbourhood, pro and con, for a fortnight, 
whether the prize was worth the risk to be incurred. At 
last it was settled on that prayers should be offered up in 
all the neighbouring churches and chapels for the safety of 
the daring adventurer ; and then he might, perhaps, set 
out with a reasonable prospect, oi a aaSa ifc\»\vm, "kov^ 
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Hairy, if yon have not lost the thread of yonr stoiy, jon 
may go on. 

ff, W. — She did not at all nnderstand how her hosband 
could coolly walk into the big h^mm after his day's work 
and dawdle there for an honr, while herself and her two 
little children seemed dean and clear foigotton. Often 
and often had die to send asroes the orchard for Denia 
when her patience was too far tried. 

Mrs, H. — ^How often have I to ask yon, Edward, to 
make yourself aft home, and take your tea and cake as if 
you were welcome t 

Edward (m u reKrUy — ^'Deed, ma'am, I was just then 
thinking of Soollagh G9i:p—(recolUcting hinuei/y-I mean I 
was thinking of an old hospitable Dul&ey woman. Tl^hen 
the potatoes were putting down to boil, she would always 
cry out, * put more in the pot ; maybe some one is coming 
down ScoUagh this minute as hungry as a hunter.' This 
was pretence; the reader will know in due course the 
train of ideas that had conyeyed him to that locality. 

ff. W, — Often woold Peggy say, * Oh dear, was there erer 
such a man ! Instead of being glad to get home to his wife 
and children after his day's ploughing, off he makes to his 
mother, and brothers, and cousins, that he ought to be tired 
of long since, I'm sure.' All was useless ; the eyening 
gathermgs went on as usual, till after several threatenings, 
she really left the house at last, and went home to her 
mother's, vowing she would never return, unless Denis 
reformed his sauntering habits, and gave his own family 
more of his company. What was her vexation next 
evening, when driven back by the strong feelings of 
wife and mother, to find Denis pleasantly rocking one 
child that had been lately weaned, and singing The 
Colleen Baton to the other, who was sitting on his knee, 
and nestling in his bosom; especially as he exhibited 
neither pleasure nor displeasure at the isetum of his life's 
partner. * Ah, you unfeeling man 1' said she, with tears 
coming down fist, *you hadn't even the good-nature to 
your children to follow me and bring me back to them.' 
' By the life, P^gy,' said he, * I was getong c^\\fc wsisvr 
fortably into the knack of house-keeping. 1 V^nxik. Si ^^^ 
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had staid for a day or two more you miglit have kept away 
altogether. She had thought that she was badly off befoie, 
but this completed the measure of her wrongs. She had 
a terrible struggle with her resentful feelings, but love foi 
husband and children prevailed ; and she afterwards 
quietly submitted to her fate. Well, it was not a lot to be 
despised after all. Denis never said a cross word, nor did 
an actual unkindness to her ; he was inattentive on occa- 
sions, thaf s all, but he always valued her good-natured 
and thrifty qualities. If she had entered more into the 
circle of family affections, and endeavoured to take an 
interest in their traditions, he would have valued her 
much more. 

Mrs, Roche, — ^What a poor creature your Mrs. Peggy 
was ! Och ! if I had been in her place for one week with- 
out teaching Mr. Denis his duty to his wedded vnfe, Td 
never ask to show my face at fair or market whUe I 
lived ! 

Some of the company here took a passing glance at tbe 
lady's helpmate, but the unrufiQed face showed that bis 
feelings had received no shock. Indeed, while he left his 
mistress full rule over her own department, and a littk 
beyond it, there were points on which his word was law; 
and if a case of morahty or religion was in question he was 
firm as a tower. 

Theresa, — Bryan, will you please to hand over youi 
father's tea-cup 1 

Mr, Roche, — First tell me how many I have taken; I 
forgot to count them. 'Two small ones only.' Oh, in 
that case you may give me another. While Harry was 
tolling us of my old friends the Murphys, I was reflecting 
how we ought, in our transactions, to take our neighboui^s 
feelings and interest into account as well as our own. 

Margaret Roche {ajchUd often), — Oh ! I wish the wheat 
would be malty every year ; how sweet it makes the bread 
taste. 

Edtoard. — I can sympathise with you, Peggy. I remem- 
ber when Bryan and myself were looking out for your 
grandfather's death, to have the glory, pleasure, and ex- 
citement of a wake. 
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Mrs. (fBrien. — ^That remiiids me of poor Shan Hagireen, 
that is taken very body and lying at Pedher Mor^s ; he can't 
hold out long. Til engage tiiere are some notes and guineas 
quilted in his old clones, whoever has the courage to 
handle them after Ids death. 

Redmond, — Shan was eating his breakfast in Father 
Rogers's kitchen in Tomanearly one morning, while the 
Priest was reading his office by the aid of his spectacles at 
a little table. ' Ah, then. Sir, honey,' said Shan, * what 
is the use of them glasses ¥ * Don't you know well 
enough^ Shan, that fiiey make the letters look bigf 
* Musha, then, maybe you'd lend them to a body, if your 
Beverence pleases.' ' And what could you do with them, 
Slian, if I did V * Ah, then, sir, wouldn't I make these 
pyaties look as big as I could, for they're mortial small as 
it is." So the poor -priest was defeated, and something 
more acceptable to Shan than the small potatoes^ was 
ordered for his repast. 

Mr, Roche.'^VoGT Shan t he has suffered as much from 
cold, and hunger, and trouble to put by this hoard, as 
saints and martyrs to secure their salvation ; and now, 
unless for God's mercy, his dying thoughts will be occu- 
pied with this useless dirt, and none can be spared for the 
safety of his poor sotiL May he avail himself of God's 
goodness, which never deserts us to the latest moment of 
our lives ; and may we all learn to value worldly things at 
their proper worth. 

The attention of the simple, devout man now seemed 
for about half a minute as abstracted from the company 
and the conversation, as if he was completely alone ; for 
owing to the constant exercise of mental prayer, it was 
a matter of the most ordinary occurrence with him to 
have some passage in the Ufe of our Saviour, or a vision 
of heaven, or death, or judgment, so present to his imagi- 
nation, as to render him insensible to the presence of the 
surrounding persons or objects. 
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CHAPTER VL 

MASTERS AND WORKMEN. 

Redmond, — I suppose that if a part of school business 
lay in the education of our consciences, there would \» 
fewer injuries done, and more indulgence shown to other 
people's feelings. Mrs. O'Brien, if I only knew where 
Sleeveen, your cottier man, and his friends, Murtheen 
Caol and Shemus Eadh^ went to school in their youth, 
I*d take care not to send my own children (when I 
happen to have any) to their school-master's son. Ah, 
if you had been in the big kitchen at the castle, one 
cold day last winter, when the three were called in to 
clear out the ash-pit ! They were so delighted with 
the ease of the task and the agreeable warmth of the 
place, and the opportunity of talking to the servants as 
they passed to and fro, that I am sure the owner of the 
castle was not half so happy for the time. When a 
shovelful of the dry ashes was to be raised, they first 
took a lazy hold of the shovel, and then sloped it after 
a due pause to a proper angle with the floor, and rested it 
on the edge of the pit. A vigorous push next sunk the 
blade half way in the dry heap, and the operator took a 
glance round the many-sided room, and indulged in some 
sly jest, or paid a compliment to pretty Biddy Foran. 

'< Eecalled to the business on hands, the shovel at the next 
stage was driven home, and after some ingenious manoeuvres, 
was at last transferred full of ashes to the basket. Ah, the 
thieves 1 I'll never forget the office they forced on me last 
winter, and the way I got, or properly speaking, was pulled 
out of it. Mr. Larkin gave me in charge to settle the boun- 
dary walk in the old castle lawn, the work being near the 
Colaght road, and in full view of the castle, looking across 
the lake. The three heroes I was speaking of were placed 
under my command, after they had stuffed themselves with 
the finest black potatoes, roasted at the big fire in the old 
garden, and the best of new milk which they had cajoled 
out of the dairy girls. Well, the gravel was there in heaps, 
and the implements ready, and I requested the three old 
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boys to commence like Trojans. ' Talk is cheap, mj fine 
fellow," says Sleeveen. " How could any one preserve lua 
health if he went to work so soon after his meals ? If 
them thoughtless girls had even put some water into that 
fat milk they gave us we'd be the lighter for business, but 
it can't be helped now ; and if we were to go labour hard 
we'd maybe get a fit of sickness, and not be able to do our 
duty to 'the master' for many a long day ! long life to 
him ! You need not look so cont^ikerous, you little 
jackanapes. K you know when you are well get up in 
that tree, where you'll have a full view of the castle. 
You'll see when the old gentleman gets on the pony to go 
liis morning rounds, and then you may waken us up. Be 
the lawsy if you don't make more haste we'll give you a 
cobbing, and I think you know how pleasant that is." 
Mrs, Roche. — ^Pray, Charley, how do they cob an offender I 
Charley. — They draw the trousers very tight round the 
thick part of the thigh, and then slap the swelled muscles 
with all their force. Mrs. Roche, your arms are none of 
the puniest. [The lady appealed to exhibited part of a well 
rounded white arm, which fully bore out Charley's enco- 
mium.] If Bryan ever takes it into his head to despise 
any neighbour's child that you know to be good enough 
for him, and offers to go a courting into Carlow, either by 
the Baimshojchj or through Mam a ChuliOf perform this 
operation on him. I'U bear a hand if I can be got within 
a call, and if we don't bring him to a pitch of modesty, 
there is not a cottoner in Cork. 

Bryan gave a hearty laugh at the idea of the very unlikely 
delinquency, and Theresa's eyes rested on him for a mo- 
ment with so sweet and confiding an expression that a 
flying glimpse which he caught set his cup of happiness 
overflowing. However, he became for the moment the 
butt of sundry pleasantries, such as these : ' Ah, then, 
Bryan, sure the new bride won't go to Cloughbawn of a 
Sunday with nothing but a cap on her head ! " *' Will 
she speak /ruA, do you think ? ' * Well, well, don't be too 
hard on the young man ; where there's mock there's luck; 
better be vul^gar and have a well-filled sU>c^dii%, \!![^as\. \^ 
poor and pioud like the MoneytummBT ^^^as^l ^^^ 
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for my part, I am of the opinion of Lord Thomas in the old 

ballad : 

*' Her oxen may die in the house, Billy, 
Her kine within the byre ; 
And I shall have nothing to myself 
But a fat fadge by the fire.'* 

The shadow of the sweet smile which Bryan had seemed 
enabled him to endure this pitiless shower till Chades 
thought fit to resume his story. 

Charley. — ^Though I was unwilling to neglect my duty, 
I am sorry to confess that the dread of the cobbing drove 
me up into the tree, and down lay my three lazy vaga- 
bonds in the susnhiny morning on the sheltery sod, 
and before you could say " Jackstones " they were as fast 
as a church. Well, I began to think how pleasant it 
would be to be obliged to tell this breach of duty 
at my next confession, and to have neither profit nor 
pleasure by it. However, keeping my eyes steadily fixed 
on the pony where he was standing outside the «u^a of the 
castle, with the bridle thrown over the post, I began to 
fancy myself following the hounds, with Tom Qnigly 
sounding his bugle, the spotted beagles sweeping up the 
hill towards Coologe, and the gentlemen in the red jackets 
leisurely leaping the fences through ThomnamuUoge, and 
the people on foot scouring across the fields, or standing on 
the brow of the hill to get a good view. I shut my eyes 
the better to enjoy the sport, and thought how pleasant it 
would be to be mounted on a black hunter, and tearing 
across the fields down from Coologe to the wood of Ach- 
salagh. Getting up over the hill at the upper end of the wood, 
I had just under me in the hollow the comfortable farm- 
houses and orchards of Moneytucker, thechurch and church- 
yard, with the old walls overrun with ivy standing among 
the tombs ; the mmister's glebe-house, with its grove and 
lawn, looking so snug ; and below that again, the mill and 
the ford, with the great big trees around them. Nothing 
could stop my horse. I felt as if I was on the point of 
tumbling every moment as he dashed down the hill, and 
through the copse near the brid^^, «sid ^«kSt the mill, and 
l^iui through the rushy fields to DaviOLfiX«yiii ^\i«^^ ^^ssa 
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the hounds were all left behind, and the fox was getting 
through a swamp to a tuft of shrubs on a little island, and 
nothing less would please my hunter than to plunge after 
reynard through the slime and sedges floating on the pooL 
Oh, by the pipe ! down he began to sink, and the fox, 
coming to the edge of the island, with Sleeveen's caubeen 
stuck on his head, and his toes out through the upper 
leathers of his brogues, and a well-seasoned dudeen in his 
mouth, began to grin at me. Down I was sinking, and 
my legs feeling like icicles, when I opened my eyes with a 
shiver of affright, and there before me was the side of the 
castle so white in the sun, the belt of firs, the green lawn 
in front, and all so calm, and as if they were looking at 
their own images down in the depths of the clear lake. 
My first glance after the frightful feel of a moment was at 
the pony's station, but neither pony nor rider could I see. 

" Now I was in a pretty dilemma. The * master ' might 
have proceeded to the stables in the direction of the old 
castle, and then extended his ride without delay ; and in 
that case he might be on us in a few minutes, and my 
proper course would be to waken up my rascals at once. 
On the other hand, he might make a considerable halt at 
the garden or stables ; perhaps he was only entering them 
that moment ; but I could make no guess as to the length 
of my slumber, and if I roused my charge too soon I would 
be rewarded by a cobbing of the milder kind. 

"This view of the case kept me undecided, and my mind 
was painfully employed, and began to get confused, balanc- 
ing the pros and cons, and striving to inspect the subject 
from every convenient point, when what should I see but 
the pony and his rider coming steadily from the Colaght 
side along the walk, and seeming to enlarge in size as thov 
approached. I strove to shout to the sleepers, but though 
my tongue and Ups moved, I could not produce a sound. 
My terror was redoubled as the horseman now assumed the 
foxy visage of Sleeveen, with red bristles sticking out from 
hie sharp muzzle, the sligeens altered into gigantic turkey- 
cock's cLaws, and the pony changed into Bomijl\Qii^'^^Vw^i«^'^ 
a crocodile Bud an elephant. 

'^■Ig^remjBelfnp when I fbond the open, ys:^^ ^ ^^^ 
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enormous fox just over mj head, and slowly closing tiu 
spiked teeth to make mince-meat of me. It seemed as if 
the grove, the bridge, the castle, the old trees, and the 
lake were all possessed of life, and waiting in awful silenee 
for some dreadful explosion. My heart ceased to beat> and 
my blood to flow, and it became impossible for body and 
soul to keep together a moment longer. All at once relief 
came ; my blood began to flow again, and my opened eyei 
rested on the upturned calm hce of the master, who wai 
inspecting my unsafe position from the back of the wis^' 
looking pony right under my perch. I was preparing in 
a great hurry to descend, but he motioned me to lenum 
as I was, and after enjoying my fright and confdsioii 
for a few seconds, he proposed this question to me ii 
coolly as if I was a pupil undergoing an examination at a 
table covered with a green cloth * My lad,' said H 
'do you know the doom of a sentinel found sleeping 
on his post? ' < ^o, sir,' said I, trembling all ovet 
* Then, I suppose, I must tell you : — a volley of mnsketrj 
at twelve paces, you dog.' * Is this your plan for obtain- 
ing a character for trustworthiness and sincerity— ^lending 
yourself to the designs of these lazy rogues V ' Sir,' said I 
blubbering, * I did not give way to them till they throatened 
me with a cobbing.' He made me explain what a cobbing 
was, and though he tried hard to look severe, I saw by tbe 
struggle going on at the comers of his mouth and eyeif 
that he had some trouble to keep down a laugh. ' Well, 
well,' said ho, ' as I see you were in some degree forced to 
this, I'll say no more on the present occasion ; but now 
lay this simple principle to your conscience; that idling ex 
allowing others under your charge to idle when you aie 
expected to be on duty, is as much a wrong as if you stole 
the value of your time from your employer's pocket. Be 
assured that whatever you may fear from such worthies as 
these, is little in comparison to the loss of your employei's 
confldencc, and the upbraidings of your own conscience. 
I take for granted that you have a conscience. Now I 
will ride off without disturbing the repose of your tyrants, 
and when I am out of sight, wake them up without making 
mention of what has happened. This is toe only plan -that 
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will save yonr limbs fiom the dreaded cobbing : bat le- 
member that for the fnture I expect veiy difieient conduei 
from you.' I obeyed his directions, and the next time thai 
Sleeveen and Co. laid siege to me, I told them in plain 
terms, that I would neither neglect my duty, nor allow 
those under my charge to do so ; and that if they attempted 
to cob me, I would first give one of them a black eye or a 
bloody nose, so that they should not have all the sport to 
themselyes ; and then that I'd lodge a complaint of their 
conduct^ — i they called me an informer twenty times for it. 
So I got myself out of their clutches by showing a little 
firmness; and I hope that with Grod's help, the little 
'adventure will be of service to me during life. 

Mr. Roche. — Ah, what \ riddle human nature, at least 
Irisb human nature is ! I'll be bound that with all this 
deficiency in doing their duty, any of these men would go 
tlirough fire and water, and risk their lives either to save 
any of the Castle family bom harm, or give them any 
direct pleasure. 



CHAPTER VIL 

THB FATB OF A FBIEST-CATCHEB, 

Mn. ffBtieru — ^I think, Charley, the swamp where your 
fox took refuge, was the same where the priest-catcher met 
his fsite in the times of the penal-laws. 

Charley, — ^I have heard one or two different accounts 
g£ ihat, but they are gone out of my head. Maybe, ma'am, 
you'd let us know how you heard it. 

Mrs. OBrien. — With pleasure. A poor priest was 
making his way &om danger as well as he could in theqi 
good old times, and he was tired, and hungry, and heart- 
sore. As he was getting on through Money tu^er, he went 
into a little cabin by Uie side of the road, and asked the 
woman for something to eat, and leave to lie down in the 
bed and get some rest. The poor creature gave him the 
best she had, which was only a square of barley-bread and 
some milk, and down he lay, and was asleep in a few 
minutes. Her husband came in by-and-by, and dv^ViV^ 
wonder to see the Btrangdi in the bed \ 'W0\> ^ic^ ^^ ^sA 
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told him all about it, and sure the deyil put it into the 
fellow's head the same moment to go and inform. Away lie 
pegged hotfoot to a magistrate that lived at Dayidstown, 
and his poor wife guessed well enough what was in his mind 
though he didn't open his lips to her about it. The poor 
creature was at her wits* end what to do, and at last God 
put the thought in her head to run over to Mr. Whitney's 
and tell him, for she knew his kind heart, and that great 
a Protestant as he was, he would not hurt the hair of the 
head of priest or bishop. She told him her story, and he 
bid her to waken the priest, and send him over at once^ 
and he would wait for him at the hall-door, and strive to 
get him in without any one seeing him. He also gave her 
a big coat for him to put ovot his other clothes for a dis- 
guise. Well, all turned out right, and no one in the house 
knew of the priest being in it except the master and 
mistress, and one servant that they knew they could trosi 
Mr. Whitney intended as soon as night came to go along 
with him to a safer place. Well, the priest-catcher set out 
the same way that your hunter carried you in the dream, 
to lay his information before the magistrate. On his return, 
just as he was passing near the bog-hole you mention, he 
saw a bull running full plump at him across the field. The 
attack was so sudden that the poor wretch had no means 
of escape one side or the other. So turning round he 
made for the swamp, and before you could count three, he 
was up to his chin in the sludge. Down he went ; there 
was nothing to hold himself by, so throwing up his arms 
and slapping the water for a moment, and let us hope^ 
imploring the divine mercy for pardon, he was sucked 
down, and no trace of him was ever seen again. Mr. 
Whitney kept the poor priest in his house some days, and 
then helped him on his way, and didn't let him go empty- 
handed either. 

//. W. — I am rather sorry, Mrs. O'Brien, to have so 
dismal a story connected with that same pathway across 
the rushy meadows. On the occasion of my first commu- 
nion, some of my school-fellows and myself went that way 
on a fine summer morning to Davidstown chapel. The 
sight of the beautiful oil-paintings^ one representing the 
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I^atiyity, the other, oar Sayionr^s healing the hlind man ; 
the superior style of the altar to any other I had previously 
seen; Bev. Mr. Prendeigasfs exhortations to piety and 
perseverance ; the air of devotion that sat on my companions ; 
a lively faith in the presence of our Lord in the sacrament, 
and, perhaps, some spiritual sweetness vouchsafed for the 
time, converted the pictures, the altar, and the sanctuar}', 
into a paradise ; and I felt as if I would be glad to leave 
the world at that moment. Alas! very soon did this 
spiritual pleasure leave me, and the nothings of school 
existence get the upper hand again. I suppose, ma'am, 
the neighlx>ur8 didn't forget Mr. Wtntnefi goodness ? 

Mrs. (yBrien, — ^They did not : nor to any one of his 
name ; and it was through that and his own kindly dis- 
position that Mr. Tom Whitney, of Bathnure, had his life 
saved iu the lebeUiom The old chapel where it happened 
stood above the bridge, between the river and Gurrawn 
road. I used to hear the people tell that they oftensaw the 
old carruachs of the time playing cards in a dry dyke 
outside the chapel 'yard, till they'd hear some one crying 
out, 'Father Bi^gers is coming.' A nice state their souls 
must be in to hear Mass with devotioa. 



CHAPTEK Vra* 

THE BABES OF THE WOOD* 

^ Mr. Whithet being always such a fsvoiirite with the 
people, did not leave his hoiue in the rebelhou. He only 
dreaded one or two idle, good-for-nothing vagabonds that 
kept out in the woods, as he had a dispute with them, 
about something or another ; but he knew he could get 
enough of the nei^ibouxB abcmt him at a call if he was 
attacked : so he took his ease. He feU^ however, that the 
ovlj time he was in dangw at all was during the hour of 
Mass on Sundays^ as all the eoontiy bdng in the chapel^ 
be would have no de^enoe. So when the day came round 
be made off to the chapel aad staid ihen till they all came 
out. He never {n^tended that ha wanted to turn, and no 
one ^Epected him to do it. Well, one hfiftida^ m^()ttiSb\iGX> 
tim£^ I haUffve U wms Ladj-^Mf m 1iazYeai,ilLT.N^\)Gteie) 
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was going out to see bow his work was a-doing when he 
saw, on the other side of the Rathnure stream, women and 
men trudging off in their holiday clothes in the direction 
of the old chapel * Is it going to Mass they are V sdd 
he ; * what day is this V When he was told, he sent word 
to his labourers wherever they were, to be off to Mass at 
once, and gave a good scolding to his servants for not 
letting him know earlier that it was a holiday. As soon as 
he saw them all on their way, he pegged along after them, 
and they were all soon inside the little chapel, himself 
sitting on a form that was laid for his use in a quiet comeL 
He Imd not left the house fifteen minutes, when Mia 
Whitney, looking up the lawn towards Blackstairs, saw a 
body of about sixty men with pikes and guns, coming down 
hotfoot, and in less than no time the large kitchen was 
soon filled with them, and a villanous looking fellow witii 
a feather in his hat, and pistols in his belt, and a cavalry 
man's sword by his side, was asking her where was that 
Orange thief, Tom Whitney. She answered that her 
husband was no Orangeman, but one that was well liked 
by the Catholics of the country, and that he was not ai 
home. * Well, ma'am,' says he, * you'll let us judge of that 
matter for ourselves.' And so they scattered throng 
the house, and bams, and stables, and thrust their pikes 
through feather-bedS, and hay, and straw, till they were 
tired out, but not a bit of Tom Whitney did they find. 
Well, poor Mrs. Whitney laid out meat, and bread, and 
beer on the large kitchen-table, and they stopped in their 
searches every now and then to take a puU at the big 
japanned tin can. At last, some one drew the capteds 
side, and whispered him, and off they all went, leaving the 
poor lady in a cold tremble, but glad to be quit of their 
presence. One good thing has to be said of the rebels, any 
way ; I never heard that the worst of them ever said anim* 
modest word to a woman during the whole of the rebellion. 
So Mr. Whitney never had any fear in leaving his inistieBS 
in charge of the house by herself. Off they toudged down 
the stony lane, through the copse, and across the littie 
brook that divides the lands of the Whitneys and 
Sbmecka, And that is themc^^*^^*^^ «i^^>^>^'^^«K«^ 
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where joa walk on the dUch(fesDce\ sheltered by the treei^ 
and the stream rushing ont nnder yoa and sproeiding into 
the shallow ford across the road. 

** After passing the little stream, they were soon at the 
chapel, and the captain taking his station in fronts set his 
men all around the building, so that no one could escape 
through the doors or windows, and there they waited till 
the people got up off their knees at the last GoepeL 

^ Those tiiat were just inside the doors were not OTer- 
attentive at their devotions, you may suppose, from the 
moment they caught sight of the wood-boys ; but the word 
was passed through the chapel, and ^Ir. Whitney was as 
well concealed as he could be among the women. As soon 
as the first of the congr^ation be^n to leave, the captain 
shouted to them to stop, and bring or send out Tom 
Whitney, the black Orangeman, that was inside. They 
said that he was not there at aJl ; but he gave them to 
understand that he knew better and would not let one of 
them budge till they'd land him out. Father Bogers had 
just taken off his vestments when the confusion b^an at 
the door, and so coming down through the middle of the 
people^ he stepped out, and there just before him were my 
bould captain and his men. 

^ He stood, and cast a severe look on the party, who all 
took off their hats, even to the captain : he was striving 
for courage to keep it on, and brazen it out, but he felt 
that if he showed any unnecessary disrespect to the priest, 
he would not be upheld by his clan. Father Rogers asked 
him in a stem voice what was his business, and why be 
dared to stop the people % ' We want Tom Whitney, your 
Beverence,' says he, 'he's in the chapel; there's no use 
denyiDg it ; we don't want to show you nor the chapel 
any disrespect, but Tom Whitney we must have.' ' What 
harm has he done f — said the priest. * He has always been 
a good landlord and neighbour, and never showed any pre- 
judice nor dislike to a Catholic in his life, and for what 
leasoin, then, I ask, are you bent on doing him mischief f 
* Oh, maybe we won't hurt a hair of his head ; but it is 
useless to stand arguing; we want to ask a few q^s^es^Afin^ ^ 
the genfUemaD, and oat he must TnareK, ^V^ ^cras 
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Beverence please to send him out quietly, and we will 
give no farther trouble/ 

" * No, you ruffian,' said Father Rogers, * I will neither 
give him up, nor allow any of my flock to do so, and I 
command you and your party to retire this moment from 
troubling the consecrated ground you stand on/ The 
captain's face now grew quite black with rage, and calling to 
six of his followers by name, he ordered them to enter the 
building, and to bring out Whitney, willing or not. They 
prepared, in a very awkward and shambling manner to com- 
ply with these directions, but Father Eogers made a motion 
with his arm to them, and re-entered the building. They 
waited for about half a minute, not knowing but he might 
have gone in to parley with Mr. Whitney, but they were 
soon dismayed to see him appearing again in the doorway 
with his chasuble on his shoulders, and a crucifix in his 
right hand. 

" * Misguided men,' said he, raising his voice, * you have 
been brought here from some private spite to the good man 
whose life you are seeking, but whatever excuse some of 
you may have, from the cruelties of the North Cork, and 
the bitterness of two or three magistrates, there is not the 
shadow of an excuse to shed blood now ; and what yon 
design would be nothing less than foul and deliberate 
murder on an innocent and good man, and a sacrilege in 
the house of God. This would bring down the avenging 
wrath of the Lord on your souls if you committed it, and 
on ours if we quietly allowed it ; and now I invoke the 
curse of Him who died on the cross,' said he, raising his 
arm that grasped the crucifix high over the heads of the 
crowd, * upon each and every one of you that dare to violate 
the sacred house of prayer and sacrifice/ 

" Such was the terror that his appearance and words 
produced, that when the cowed captain looked around on 
his party, he saw every one of them on his knees, his gun 
or pike lying on the ground, and his head between his 
clasped hands. Thus they stood for a little, the priest in 
the same attitude, and motionless as a statue ; but one by 
one the outside men began to steal off, and in a few seconds 
tie chief wouJd have found "himasM dfi»ct\fe^ \iu\. \*W\» \xfl 
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also took the road in bis hand with something between a 
curse and a prayer on his lips. Poor Mrs. Whitney, after 
an hoar of misery, had the happiness of receiving her 
husband safe and sound, and you need not wonder that 
from that day to this there is nothing but good will and 
friendship between the big house of Eathnure and the 
farm-houses and cabins from Killanne to Castleboro/' 



■>^ 



CHAPTER IX. 

OUB RIVAL. 

Just as the narrative ended the door opened, and as the 
custom of that neighbourhood did not sanction announce- 
ments by liveried servants, Mr. O'Brien senior, and Mr. 
Nicholas MacCracken, a neighbouring young farmer, en- 
tered, and paid and received greeting. Mr. Nicholas had 
aspirations above his station in life. His face was con- 
sidered by us all as of a genteel cut, but was thin, and 
bore evidence of a life not altogether spent between his 
farm and the adjoining little chapel. His chin was long, 
and he had a fashion of projecting the lower part of his 
face sideways when in conversation. 

An inexhaustible stock of assurance and self-respect was 
MacCracken's, and very valuable are these qualities in 
worldly matters. He had neither the strength, nor ac- 
tivity, nor good looks of Bryan, nor the talents nor infor- 
mation of Edward ; and yet these young men would not 
be noticed in assemblies where his company was voted 
instructive and entertaining. He was an admirer of Miss 
O'Brien, and a greater admirer of her reputed fortune, and 
was high in the old gentleman's graces, owing to the size 
and quality of his farm, and his supposed influence at the 
Castle, and at Mr. ritzhenr/s, and Mr. Graham's, for it 
was not Nick's fault if he was not at * haQ fellow, weU met* 
vidth the highest he could meet at fair or market. Poor 
Mr. O'Brien had a care-worn and anxious appearance. 
There was ever more a habitual contraction of the muscles 
about the lower part of his forehead, and a droop about 
the comers of his mouth, for the poor man GovvVii %^^qjvs!l 
afford to smile. He was not a miser in \»h!b ^oi&\> ^&\\&^ <^1 
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the word, but he was always tormented with a fear of com- 
ing to poverty, and occupied with some plan for acquiring 
wealth, more ambitious and fanciful than practical It 
was never associated with a long, steady, course of drudgery ; 
and hence, in part, his desire of securing his present com- 
panion for son-in-law. 

Mr. MacCracken saluted the women, young and old, 
with much condescending cordiality, and was most respect- 
ful and attentive to Theresa, and would gladly have taken 
a seat in her neighbourhood, but Bryan, rendered coura- 
geous by the necessity of the case, had secured one side, 
and the other was occupied by Charles. 

Beceiving a hot glass of punch from the jug at Mrs. 
Boche's right hand, he drank the ladies' healths individually, 
and then, including the gentlemen in a lump, he apolo- 
gised for being so late. " But it is a considerable drawback, 
ladies, when a fellow's name is up for knowing a thing or 
two. I was passing early enough by the old castle, when 
who should secure me but the young gentleman himself. 
So it was nothing but * Hallo, MacCracken (neither of the 
gentlemen ever says * Mr. MacCracken,' but they address 
me as if they were talking to Mr. Blacker or Mr. Power) ; 
you are in a great hurry, MacCracken,' said he, * but you 
must stop till I po int out what we have been doing here.' 
So I was fairly in for two hours, inspecting hot houses, 
flower beds, and fruit trees, and pointing out improve- 
ments, at least what I looked on as improvements on the 
doings of that old dawdler, Larkin. Well, well, this thing 
of having a name for cleverness is inconvenient at times, 
for here I have lost the evening's intellectual enjoyment, 
where youthful beauty and matronly dignity (a how a-piece 
to the vfomen) combine to gild the flying hours, and convert 
bread, butter, and tea into nectar and ambrosia, fit for the 
heathen gods of old. * Well,' says our young knight of 
the shire, * Nick, you have tastes and talents that would 
befit the heir of five thousand a year ' (I had put him up to 
a wrinkle or two in the improving line in the course of the 
evening), * and I'll never forgive you if you do not choose a 
companion befitting you in every respect ; but unless in the 
lauk of the estaied families of \>he coxxnXiy^^ ^o no^Vnorn 
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where she is to be fonnd.' * My dear sir/ said I, * there 
is a young woman, I might almost say young lady, 
who flourishes beneath the thatched roof of one of your 
tenants, the beauty of whose person can only be matched 
by the charms of her intellect.' ' In that case,' said he 
then, ' why should you not call her a lady without hesita- 
tion ] for what are the qualities that distinguish * ladies' 
from the rest of their sex, but a greater amount of know* 
ledge and accomplishments, manners more gentle and re- 
fined, and a more graceful deportment?' 'Sir,' said I, 
delighted with the compliment, 'to her I am devoted 
heart and soul ; and if congenial sympathy inspire her in- 
clinations, then may the heads of the Lamberts, the Hays, 
the Fitzhenrys, the Alcocks, and the Colcloughs take their 
repose as fsur as regards my designs on the fedr scions of 
their £Eimilies.' " 

Here he relinquished his glass, and made a sweeping bow, 
in which his eyes rested significantly on Theresa. 

> ♦ ♦ ♦ < 

CHAPTER X. 

DfOONVENIEKCE OF BECOMING A GENTLEMAN. 

" Well, now," said Mrs. Eoche, " this is what I call con- 
descension, to prefer a person of your own rank when you 
might look higher, and perhaps become an estated gentle- 
man by marriaga I vow that if I was in your coat I'd 
think twice be£)re I'd decide on the farmer's daughter. 
Only reflect what a fine thing it would be to be sitting on 
your sofa in the morning with your dressing gown on, and 
all the big flowers sprawling on it, and yourself taking tea 
and reading the news ; and your beautiful high« bred lady, 
with her hair in curl-papers, and she reading a novel oppo- 
site you — ^for I suppose she'd be too grand to fill out the 
tea. Bye-and-bye, your horse would be brought to the 
door, and you'd ride abroad to look at your workmen, and 
lay out gravel walks and flower beds ; or maybe follow the 
hounds, with a soldier's coat on your back, and a jockey's 
little cap on your head ; and if you were to be thrown and 
kilt, what a fine funeral you'd have ! Ahearee m^ \gL^«\» 
bla(^ ie&theis would be sent for to Mx. B.\iddLts QsA ^^>\^ 
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grand lady would wear the expensivest mourning, and the 
nicest widow's caps, that would be sent all the way from 
Dublin. Well, maybe with good luck, you wouldn't be 
killed at all, and in the evening you might sit at your din- 
ner from five o'clock to ten, and eat and drink till you'd 
know nobody, and be carried off dead drunk to bed. 

Mrs. ffBrien, — Ah ! but it would not be nice for Mr. 
Mac to be tumbling into his beautiful bed, and disturbing 
his delicate lady with his puffing and snorting ; but I am 
told that some ladies and gentlemen do have separate beds 
after they are married ; so there would be no great harm 
done — 

Mr%, Roche, — ^Except the trifling sins of drunkenness 
and idleness, which you are letting him fall into without 
much reflection ; but in my mind Nick would bring a few 
troubles on himself by his promotion. Perhaps the ladies 
and gentlemen after dinner, or when they'd be taking tea 
or coffee, would begin to talk to one another in French, or 
Greek, or Latin, about philosophy and the Pantheon, and 
the newly-made gentleman would have to sit the whole 
evening with his mouth open, and his hands in his breeches 
pockets. 

Charles, — I can relieve Nick's mind from that trouble, 
any way. I have often been listening to ladies and gentle- 
men conversing together when they'd be passing near me 
in the garden ; and I assure you, Mrs. Eoche, that they 
could not hold a candle to Mrs. O'Brien's servant girl, 
Joanna, or Mr. MacCracken himself, as far as Englified 
words go. 

Mr, Roche. — Ah, but all his troubles would not end 
there. Perhaps after he had turned into a fine gentleman, 
he might pick a quarrel with some other gentleman at a 
race or an election, or maybe a quarrel would be forced on 
him, and a challenge brought to his bedside next morning. 
Now, if himself and his challengers were only farmers, per- 
haps there might pass between them a stroke or two with 
stick or fist ; and except the passion, which to be sure is 
bad enough, a cut on the head, a black eye, or a bruised rib, 
is about the worst that could happen. 

''But let us suppose that Mi. MacCiafikfinia a gentleman 
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in earnest. If he refdses to fight he is considered a coward, 
and perhaps gets a horsewhipping; and his former asso- 
ciates won't keep company with him again, and he has no 
one to talk to hut his tenants and his servants ; and his 
own grand wife despises him, and he feels yery lonesome 
and uncomfortahle. Well, let ns suppose that he accepts 
the challenge. Then, if he is a Christian at all, what a 
state will his poor mind he in the evening hefore ! He 
thinks of the confused condition his affairs will he in after 
his death, and of the affliction he will hring on his family : 
then he may naturally say to himself, ' What I am going 
to do is a mortal sin ; if I shoot this man, and he has no 
time to repent^ down goes his soul to he tormented while 
eternity endures ; and I will he miserahle to the day of 
my death horn the thought that I am the cause of the 
damnation of a fellow-creature — a child of Adam and Eve 
as well as myselfl If it he my own turn, what an awfol 
thing to he standing up strong and healthy, and looking at 
my enemy's pistol, and not knowing hut that in a moment 
the contcmts of that pistol, the innocent powder and lead, 
may he speeding my immortal soul down to the society of 
the damned ! And, perhaps, Mr. MacCracken, your seconds 
may e^joy their dinner and wine the veiy same evening as 
if nothing extraordinary had happened. No, no ; working 
in cold and wet, or going tiresome journeys to fairs and 
markets, or getting a crack of a stick now and then, are 
endurahle evils ; hut let that privilege of killing or heing 
killed for trifles, check all your longings for the glories of 
high life. 

Bmbryo GentUman. — I hardly know you this evening, 
Mr. Eoche, your remarks are so uncharitahle. How is it 
that our own gentlemen have passed their lives to this 
without any ri^ from duels f I don't think you will say, 
anyhow, that cowardice has had anything to do with it, if 
there happened to he any necessity. 

Mr. Eoche, — ^I suppose that their perfect good hreeding 
and nnflBOTiTTiiTig manners have heen a great means ; hut to 
my own knowledge, it is only for God's goodness that tha 
elder gentleman hronght his life out ot t\ie T?«^cMsxasss*. 
Hoase in CoIl^ge-^reeDj for he -was as Teady m^\s^ ^xc^ 
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as with Us tongae, against the promoters of the UnioiL 
Ah, if I was at liberfcy to speak, I could tell of a fine rascal- 
ly act of one of the great folk, and he an Irish nohleman, 
too, when he found that neither title nor gold could hribe 
our brave old member (he was a young member then) to 
sell his country. I must still insist, Mr. MacCracken, 
that you would be in great danger. Do you recollect the 
death of our gallant young candidate, John Olclough, 
who was shot by Mr. Alcock, and the grief it threw fiie 
whole country into, a grief that will be felt as long as the 
present generation lives t 

NichUcLS. — ^I would consider all this a capital joke, only 
it concerns myself; but I can assure the present company 
that if I lay aside all high notions it is not the chance of a 
duel that will frighten me, I have a fairer motive in view ; 
and now, let every man that has an Irish heart under his 
waistcoat, fill his glass and join me in this toast — Thb 
WoMBN OF Ireland; in beauty equal to any, and in 
woman's best boast superior to all ! 

This toast was well received by the men, and Mrs. 
O'Brien neatly returned thanks for all Irishwomen present 
and absent ; but Theresa's father seemed very badly pleased 
with the relative positions of some of the company, and 
more than once laid a plan to get Theresa out of her 
perilous situation ; but all his attempts were foiled, as 
there were so many present who were hostile to his wishes. 
Eedmond had some information to give her concerning her 
limited stock of flowers, and Mrs. Roche so often inter- 
rupted his observations by apropos counter remarks that 
he was defeated at every move. At last, after requesting 
his daughter to come over and take a seat by him (Nick's 
position being very convenient), as he had a question or 
two to ask her, the strong-armed mistress directly inter- 
fered. 

Mrs. Roche. — ^I protest, Mr. O'Brien, that it is very selfish 
in you to disturb our little society. Have not you oppor- 
tunities enough at home of asking your daughter any ques- 
tion you like; and what need you grudge neighbours' 
children a little discourse when they meet, which I am 
sure 18 very seldom. But I foxgol S}^ ^ou «x^ \*\i^ ^ub- 
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sheriff's rigblrliand man this year, and are much away col- 
lecting the county rate& Ifs myself that would not like 
)0 be in your coat, with your book and ink-horn, going 
x)iind to the farmers' -hoases, and meeting little welcome, 
[f you wont be offended I will tell you what happened once 
» a hearth-money collector that lived up there in Grange." 
[The story now told may beread inZ^efuiaf3f FicHofu of 
the IriahCelts. It gave very little pleasure to Mx, (yBrien.J 

CHAPTER XL 

MB, MAO CBAOKEN ON BEAUTY AND OTHBB SUBJX0T8. 

EIdwabd often indulged Pat and Peggy with the recital of 
a household story, but this evening turned out very un£a« 
vourable to their wishes. They took little interest in 
what was going on till the hearth-money man was intro- 
duced ; but the recital of that l^;end roused their hopes 
so far that they asked Edward to tell them some new 
story they never heard before. Mr. O'Brien, senior, catch« 
ing the words, interposed rather ill-naturedly, as he saw 
no present prospect of forwarding his &vourite design; 
*' I am Sony that Ned has no better occupation than hear« 
ing and tcJling nonsensical fables. I wish I knew what 
chance he has of getting any notice at Castleboro, or any 
other castle, that way. Instead of being taken notice of 
by the landlord, or Mr. Blacker, or Mr. Fitzhenry, or even 
Mr. Graham, or buying up com or cattle, and selling them 
again advantageously, or acting as confidential clerk in 
some well-stocked general shop in Boss or Enniscorthy 
(and I am sure there was enough spent on his schooling)^ 
he has now laid himself out for teaching little boys and 
girls their A, B, C, getting little thanks and less pay from 
his employers. By and by, he will marry some one with* 
out a penny ; and there they'll both be with a housefull of 
children very badly brought up, for their mother will be 
sure to be a bad manager, like every schoolmaster^s wife ; 
and he'll have a rod under his arm, a sliggeen on his foot, 
and a hole in the heel of his stocking, thinking it o. G»^- 
send when he gets from any of his stingy emi^\Qi^^^^^^^^ 
ineal or matt, £bat be has dearly .eamei l3uou<^ \»icL^ -assra \ 



46 THS BANKS OF THB BOBO. 

and all because lie would not be said or led by them that 
had a right to know better. Oh, dear ! oh, dear ! what do 
people marry for at all, I wonder 1" — and the children gave 
up all hopes of their story for that evening. 

** Mr. M*Cracken," said our hostess, " toss off your glass, 
and give us The Shanduine. Though I don't understand 
all the words, the air and your comical style of singing it 
would make me laugh even with a toolliache. Silence^ 
all of you, for Mr. MacCracken's song !" 

** Well, well ; can't refuse the ladies anything, but I often 
wonder why 1 am always put on to lead the long dance, or 
amuse the 'quahty' with a song when they invite the tenants 
at an election, or the birth of an heir, or any other joyful 
occasion. And how little guard they set on their speech 
at these times ! I remember one evening that I sung the 
same ' Shanduine ' when the quality and the head tenants 
were by, how one of the ladies present, after she recovered 
herself from a fit of laughing, said, and pretty loud too, 
* Oh, Mr. MacCracken' (any of the gentlemen would have 
left out the Mister, but the native delicacy of the fair sex 
can't tolerate such familiarity) — * Mr. M'Cracken, I beg 
that you will never sing that song to me unless in the 
presence of others ; for I declare that if you asked me 
to take your own name after such an exhibition of vocal 
ability, I think I could not say * no.' * And that puts me 
in mind how pale and unhealthy the ladies, either of 
castles or cities look, when placed near our handsome 
country girls. On one of my visits to Dublin, I did not, 
on my judgment and veracity, see one face that I could 
call either healthy or handsome, while I perambulated the 
whole round of Stephen' s-green, Merrion-square, and from 
the top of Grafton-street to the Eotundo. Very delicate 
and lady-like they looked, and beautiful they were dressed, 
and nicely they walked, but as for rosy cheeks and fresh 
complexions. Miss O'Brien, who looks among the other 
girls on a Sunday at Cloughbawn more like a delicate 
lady than a farmer's daughter, would appear like a dairy- 
maid beside one of them. 1 do not require closer acquain- 
tance with them, I assure you. 

J/ta, Eoche^ — ^Mr. Mac> aLtih.o\ig)i '^osvx diaftoaxaA i& ye^ 



MB. MAC CBACKOI <» BK&rTT AMD OfHBB SCBSmCTA. 47 

edifying, it is keeping ns from the song: let Qt hare it if 
yon please ;" and Nicholas, after a few heiD% ixMiolgc^d iL^rt 
with The Old Man^ of which an Kngliah imtt^far,^ u L^^r»: 
given. 

The 8HAICIH.UIB. 
«• 



Oh, pretty young giria, mj vim never kXkfw : 
Don't take an old rogue with Jaw toodileai and hoflov, 
Wlio in bed bj joor ade, tlian hacd iron m colder ^ 
Who ia longli aa the oak-root, and vans^Kr tmd older. 
Okro,wtjf S k m m dmi m e, little I "cart/w ym ; 
Okro^ wtjf Skmrndmrne^ UmdcM wkf dofmirjvr ptm : 
YimhUUrUdtkitf^ Fm ms mad m • i^tfir ftm 
89 iTMrfj, mjemkma, m wdatr ^td aotid. 



It 



lliej mgedmeto v^him vithaqfinBf and raifia^ 
My parenlB. mj friends, and the priest so prerHHaif 
The neif^boon aD gsthered to flatter and ic^rt *«». 
BofaidoaB c— a aftg ; the vrpi^ My Tve Ueat 'ch 



" The matGh-makmg rogue met me out on the 1u^ *7» 
to wanjj and aaid it waa m^ 



0e cared not a tktaneen v^en paid for Ui laiom* ; 
He made me the aneer ol tha bojB ad the 
Borne Cftflrw. 



<« If I had a atont eofipalen mider mj idol, 
A 8tiRiq> of straw, and a good hempes bodies 
Fd gaDop him into a bog-hale ao ewy ; 
Fd not erooken a finder to reaene wj yUmej. 
OhrOjWifcld wmm, FU tkm tmd m 
Okn,m9Udmtm,mua}99wiai 
Okra,m9ddmam,rUlMkfwAM 
For Ikat rU hemmgU amd wed m yvmg imw. 

*• And when he was drowned, from the bog^iofe Fd tak« ban ; 
And with a aad face, fnth it's jojfol Fd wake him ; 
With tobaeeo and whiriuj to make the bojs fdnaj. 
Oh wonUn't I pot the wind oder bis money ! 
Ckonu, 



<'I ne'er can walk oat but he's stock doae behind me ; 
Fm ne*er out of ^ht but he's jcahMS to find me ; 
If I dance he's afraid that aome hmidmls bespeak me ; 
He'a afnkl that the erows or the ious will take 



'« But oh, in the dead of the n%hi did jo« sMtA tbtte, 
jQr i&EB aalky imr, and h« hcsMl on tiie fMild^ tiictft -, 
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The blasEO of the rush lighting up eyeiy wrinkle 
In his old withered cheeks, while his ferret-eyes twinkle. 
And he drawing the pipe — well, I'll do my endeayour, 
Bat girls, machree, hell be living for ever T* 
Chorw at in first verte. 

Whether the auditors liked the man or not, they doated 
on the singer, and laughed till they were tired ; less at the 
subject matter of the lay than the comicality of the exe- 
cution. 

But he would possess the comic power in a very hi^ 
degree who could draw a laugh from poor Mr. O'Brien. 
He merely endured the hilarity that flashed around him; 
and when the' tide of merriment came to a level, he called 
to his helpmate to make ready to come home, as it was 
getting very late. There was a great outcry on this pro- 
posal being made. *' It was not so often they had tiieii 
neighbours of an evening ; there was many an evening in 
the grave ; maybe it would be some time before so pleasant 
a company would be got together again," etc., etc. All 
was in vain against the master's decree, and we rose to 
depart. This motion renewed the clamour against the 
temporary tyrant ; but he was deaf to remonstrance, and 
we wended forth. 



♦ • < 



► 



CHAPTER XII. 

OUR HALF-WITTED PEOPLE. 

On passing through the kitchen, we found the large fire- 
place provided with its retinue of labourers and servants, 
and a few of the half-witted strollers through the country. 
One of this class called Bet-na-Dheega, was relating how 
she was annoyed last spring, coming down Gurrawn road, 
from Mr. Homeck's to the bridge, by a whole ditchful of 
frogs. "I was just coming from Mr. Eastwood's of 
Kilanne, after warning him to be of^ and give me up my 
own that he's keeping from me so long ; and I was on my 
way to R088 'Street (Koss-Droit), to give the same sauce to 
Mr. Hinson, and so as I was trapesing along the side of 
the road, one big thief of a frog put up his head, and he 
bawled and he bawled ; and then another fellow put up 
ils bead, and he bawled and la.Q'bav?^^*, 9SL<i^)\i^ii.theY 
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bawled and they bawled, and they had two rowling eyes 
likes the Colcloughs.' 

Neddy Lannan ^Lennon), another of the fraternity, was 
reminded by this tnat he met Murtheen Caum waumuss- 
ing down the same road this very day, and, " Och ! the 
crayther hasn't an ounce of sense. He is such a fool that I 
was afraid to go the same side with him ; and he, like a big 
omadhawn, kept as fSar away from myself as the road let 
him. Now, if he is a fool itself, can't he have a little wit 
abont him, and not to keep his clothes hanging down, as 
if they were going to drop in pieces, and his tongue out 
of one side of his mouth ; and if he's asked a question in 
the catechism he has no answer to give but * gluttony, envy, 
and sloth.' If you'd set a keeler of stirabout before him, 
he'd never know when to stop till he'd swally every smite 
of it. He is almost as bad as Dick Sbones Phoor. Some 
of yez knows Dick, I suppose ; but he keeps mostly towards 
the Barony Fortii. He's such a feedher, too, that he says 
^ a good male for a full grown man would be a stone of 
pyaties and a dozen of herrings ; but whoever went beyand 
that was no better nor a glutton.' Dick came the other 
evening to a poor widda woman's cabin in Bally highland, 
and she straining her little pot of pyaties at the door. She 
went to let down her little falling table, and spread the 
cloth, and then she came out for the skiagh, but purshuin ' 
to the pyatie was in it. Dick was after aiting every 
mothers soul of 'em, and was sitting very combustible on the 
little flag seat, and knocking the crumbs oif his coat. Oh ! ;,. 
what a piiUvllu she let out of her ! — and she might as well ' 
hold her tongue. I seen the same Dick one day diinking 
up a little pail fall of hay water for the calves, that had 
only as much milk in it as made it look a little white. 
Muthal if a man is a little light in the head itself and 
travels about getting a bit here and there from the good 
Christians, can't he have a little dacency ] " " And that's 
very true," said another worthy who enjoyed the title of 
" Bill the Bags," on account of his being provided with a 
profusion of these unpicturesque but useful conveniences. 

Bill, in addition to the bags, carried a\>o\x\i ^ \i>\w!^\%^ 
weight ot hodtheensy cudgels, lap-stones, and o^Sast Vmsv«scl* 
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brances ; in fact he was no way j)aiticular as to the ma- 
terial ; hut the weight and size of the pack was essential 
to the comfort of the poor fellow's mind. 

" You are right, Neddy," said he, " Dick is a dii^[iace 
to the townland he was bom in. Tm sure he's not of a 
dacent extraction. Would you, or Pat Neil, or Tne do the 
like ? Tm sure we wouldn't. Vm of a good old stock 
myself. They were the seed and breed of beggars, and 
tinkers, and cusols, and geochachs, and hochachs. They 
lived in Tullow-street, in Carlow, and sold raw mate and 
biled mate, raw pyaties and biled pyaties, roU and rabbit 
skins. Och ! what a life poor thravellers have to lead ! 
It was only yesterday morning that I went into old Mis. 
Dunne's, of ThomnamuUogue, at breakfast time ; and so 
they sot me down at a round stool close by the fire^ and 
gave me seven and twenty hafe-biled pyaties to break my 
fast and kill the heart-burn, and they were so hard that they 
broke three hundred and sixty-five teeth out of my head ! " 

" Ah f replied Neddy, " you hadn't my luck. It was 
only last Monday — Easter morning that I stepped into 
Billy Eoche's, of Ballinavary, and there they struck me 
out with three inch o'black-pudden-o'-pig, and from that 
I struck oif to Thummaas D}deux\ of the Leap, and there 
I got pork, and mate, and puddens-o'-pig." 

We had formed a circle round the inmates of the kitchen 
fire, attracted by the conversation going on, there being 
something in the demeanour and expressions of these poor 
children of Providence, interesting to every one that has 
a sympathy for his kind. Their lot in this part was not 
so bad after alL They were sure to get enough to eat in 
their regular rounds, and had always their night quarters 
secured at certain fixed houses, where they were sure of 
supper, a good straw bed, and their breakfast in the morn- 
ing ; but the little urchins along the road would occasion- 
ally worry them, as I have seen ** Stony-Pockets " and 
other Dublin simpletons annoyed by the street jackeens. 
Indeed, among many social phenomena whose causes are 
still very mysterious, must be reckoned the propensity of 
little boys to torment half-witted people, and defenceless 
animals, and generally all pitiable o\>^qc\a. Out traditions 
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say that St. Patridc got good of all he came aeroBc <Kr«-:«: 
the fforwoonSf and UmI in eonaoqwDW tiie rercsK- c^ xi» 
hlessing has remained npon Ukol 

Among the oecapien of the hearth I rwxfiEscamn Pit 
"Seal, whose Taganes I had enjored nmdir ereaoist t i*^ 
years pierions, at Father IfrnpSbra, <jd OufSQxm-^' Yja."^ 
an erening did our dear <M priest am-OK Idmacjf aiic iu» 
society hy drawing on Paf satorw of eotalaiiuiHarL lA-uoair 
diacosBums with him on ridicQlou ^albywr^ ^atvjizucw^ 
him to relate ntarreDoiB adTcntnree ilkax had wlhli^a. iim- 
sel^ and getting him to exhibdl his Toeal pf'jvfvc Pie: 'vn* 
yioy spirited in his war ; he caxridd xkD ht^ ner^r iOiC^fC ^''' 
alins, and took whaterer mancT was ^ivts hen V. iut- Vi . 
father and mother, who lired in J^^cbtzLbbl. mid«? x^^wt 
staiiB. He had Ids icgnlar suees for i%«d aii€ «iif«^r«*? u-: 
Father llnpl^*B and among the; ianiKSff *:€ 'Uif: d^^iry 
His left fMity which few erer aaw nak^ ww iijwi:; « ^n^ 
▼eloped in a mass of doths, axed j/fj^j^ vr t. }if^t\'' 
ciieolar pieee of leathez, a&d he had i3fX% "suk lopa '/. tiP^ 
left eye. He was a fearieaiE rides; a&d eycnLid 2ii&uy2>: ti^ 
priest^s roguish mare, a feat to whkii icc vzim? t^v'.ni: ^s** 
honae was eoBqwtcnt but the nacwes:. I iosth 'j^>a Mf»-' 
Imn lie down at her lc«t, hoitihig Xfj libk 'iskMi. «t «i«» 
would he fndnl^tg in dugiee v^rut ci zfmst 'x *ijc/rK',. «trc 
yet he never neenrad ibe f^^xyntsi ^mn^ irm. it^ v^ - 
or hoo&. 

Pat feeling himaeSf kept in tLe ^lai'i^ jer^tauc t^ 1:^.- ' 
annonneement oChii ^suaik^^ nqiKsBKid tax*: ttsutof^'ji^ *f 
the oompainr to sone dresaustane^ai vA;s^^0iZ wr^s, r.isi^ 
childhood of his own iallKr. "T^y^^i^^^^^^l^Ai^^^ 
you see, one Simday behizid the a>i4ir,nu^ ix* 0^n.ruus^;:«^^c ; 
this was befeie the pRsoot ksxMid 'irw&iv ^;t«iii^ vn^on:- «-/ 
they were all kxildng as a 9>»'i4dit ; «ud vJMSi IM; ':v:n>;i^^ 
and swearii^ a&d ser^din^ w^;;*: «; toK; 1*';9WI, w;ui^. ','^. 
they see but the deril fjiiir ^rf^a um ua^ '^^^ * y}^-^- 
crith in his b^ck : tiher aaw hk iiwr •7^. «uC am* a»'^*' 
and hoo£5 qtm« plaiB, wi Im fo«j-tuicw% i!n^*f>4JWffl 4mi»>- v^ 
inek np aome of the W4»t ^ot^as^ Jii^ ^^^nM« 1^ *^^'/ 
them. They all gare a f^*sA «iRf^ «iA wAt V# *4^«>^ 
mswapaa, Mod thtOdUsfwmWf tMufwbi i^m'iaa^t ^^^ "'^^^^ 
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them all at the same time, and so bothered for letting any 
of them escape, that he dropped my father, who he was after 
picking np some where or other. He let a great curse out 
of him, and darted down after the boy, but the little fel- 
low first touched the blessed earth within the chapel-yard 
wall, before he could grab him ; for the devil was so con- 
fused that he did not observe where he was over at the 
time. Well, the old thief made a plunge at him, and in 
his hurry the end of one of his nails struck again a little 
flag on the consecrated ground, and he gave such a spring 
and roar that every house in the town shook, and the glass 
was smashed in the windows ; and in his fright his hind 
claws caught the thatch of the dram-shop, with the half-door 
thatt looked towards the chapel-yard, and whipped away 
the whole roof; and it flew in a blaze through the air till 
it fell into the old toton, and all along the little stream that 
runs from Thtihber Gal to the mill of Dranagh. Six fellows 
that were toping in the tap-room at the time, pegged off 
without finishing their drink, and the Gow Chrestha that 
lived at the back of the chapel, said his prayers that 
evening." 

After Pat had recounted these circumstances in phraseo- 
logy such as the above, but more involved, and with 
several repetitions, he glanced round inquiringly, and 
judged from our admiring looks that he had obtained a 
decided advantage over Bill's pretensions. Being now 
much elated, he volunteered to sing one of his favourite 
melodies, which along with being of a tragic character, con- 
tained expressions not to be tolerated, where "breast" is 
a proscribed word, and ill-bred pianos are obliged to invest 
their lower extremities in frilled trowsers. 

However, to make some atonement for speech rather too 
coarse, these old lays had one good quality in common 
with the moral tragedy of " Punch ;" poetical justice was 
triumphant in the end, and the unprincipled tyrant or 
seducer was invariably given up to the tormentors in the 
last verse. 

So Pat cleared his throat, and recounted the villanies of 

a sea-captain, who after creating all sorts of wretchedness, 

started on a voyage, leaving one oi \Xie N\c\)\\si€» "svc> resource 
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it self-destraction, which accordingly took place in a 
lady forest. 



"the FATTHLIW 8IA CAFTADI. 

*' I am » sailor, and home I write,. 
And in the sea I took great deU^;fat ; 
The female sex I did ensnare. 
Until I deluded two maidens fair. 



•• 



«< 



«i 



I promised to be true to both. 
And bomid myself by a solemn oath. 
To marry them if I had but Ufe, 
But only one I oould make my wife. 

The other — she being left alone, — 
She cried, * Ton false and ddioding man. 
To me yoa*Ye done a wicked thing. 
And pabHc shame it will on me bring.* 

This pabHc shame for to prevent, 
fltraiglit to a silent grove she went, 
Amd hong herself out of a tree : 
Three men a banting they did her see. 



** Her flesh by birds was basely tore, 

'Which grieved these yoong meQ*s heart fdl sore. 

*' Bat when these yoang men they cot her down, 
Ifs in her bosom a note was found : 
This note was written oat at laige — 
* Bary me not, I do yoa chaige. 

'Bat here on earth let my body lie. 
For every maid that does pass'by : 
Tt^s that by me they may warning take. 
To see what follows wbea 'tis too late.' 



«< 



*' And then her spirit did plagae him so. 
That away to sea he was forced to go ; 
Bat the false yoang man, as tiiey oroned the deep, 
Was seldom able to eat or sleep. 

" And when the ship was retaming home, 
A dark boat met her across the foam : 
And the dead maid's spirit, all pale to see. 
Said, ' Noble sailors, send him to me.' 

" Down to the cabin the yoong man goes, 
And to the captain his mind diacdoaed, — 
* O Captain, captain, stand my defence ; 
A. apiiit §8 coming ior to take me laence? 
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'* Up to the deck the captain goes, 
To guard the young man from his foes : 

* O Captain, captain, you must and can, 
With speed direct me to such a man.' 

** ' Twas in St. Helen's this young man died. 
And in St. Helen's his body lies.' 

* O Captain, captain, how can you say so ? 
"For he lies in your ship below. 

*' ' Captain, captain, don't stand his defence, 
Or a dreadful storm I will bring hence, 
That will cause you and your men to weep, 
And leave you slumbering in the deep.' 

** Down the deck the captain goes, 
And brought the young man unto his foe. 
She fixed her eye so grim on him. 
She made him tremble e'ery limb. 

" ' It is well known that I was a maid 
When first by you I was betrayed. 
And now my spirit has come for ^um : 
You baulked me once but I have you now.' 

''To sob and sigh he did begin. 
But she led mm down, and she forced him in ; 
The boat went off in a flash of fire. 
Which caused the sailors for to admire. 

*' Now list ye sailors to my song. 
And if you wish to live well and long, 
Be true to one whate'er betide. 
And don't ill-use poor womankind." 

Pat's tragedy concluded amid general silence, and cluck- 
ing of tongues against sympathising palates ; and we that 
were outward bound, took our departure. 

> ♦♦ ♦ < 

CHAPTEE Xin. 

HOME EXOUBSIONS. 

As we sallied out, Bryan, putting a bold face on his pro- 
spects, secured Mrs. and Miss O'Brien at his sides, and we 
rejoiced in his success for a distance of ten perches or so ; 
but then the voice of the master was heard, requesting his 
daughter's attention for a little. He and Nicholas were at 
some distance behind, and when the summons reached us, 
we became anxious for the course she would adopt, for the 
oJd gentlemaxL evidently inteuded lo ^n^ \iaa iaNwosd 
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aspirant an opportunity for a little conversation. The 
mother and lover looked earnestly at her for a moment, 
during which moment, though it was evident she felt 
great annoyance, she formed her resolution. Giving her 
hand to Bryan, she hade him good evening, saying that 
*' as the distence to the bawn gate was hut short, it was a 
matter of no great consequence ; that she was not much 
dismayed by the dread of a conversation of forty perches 
or so, even with the great Mr. Mac Cracken himself ; and 
that she hoped he would take care of her mother for the 
remainder of the perilous journey through that rough and 
bushy lane. So she stepped back, and joined her father 
and suitor, and, as we had surmised, Mr. O'Brien soon 
left the couple to entertain each other as it might turn out, 
himself falling back. I pitied poor Bryan exceedingly for 
the rest of the walk. He answered at random, even to 
Mrs. O'Brien ; and I could guess from the fierce expression 
of his ordinarily placid countenance, as he glanced back 
fi*om time to time, what was going on within. From the 
peculiar perking of Kick's chin towards his companion's 
bonnet, and the eagerness of his gestures, it might be 
supposed that he was doing his best to improve the occa- 
sion, but Theresa's demeanour and movements seemed to 
express indifference and great self-possession, and she bore 
her part in the conversation with Uttle appearance of inte- 
rest or emotion. 

Arrived at the other gate we were all pressed to enter 
and rest ourselves, but no one thought fit to comply but 
Mr. Mac Cracken. Bryan seemed disposed to follow his 
example, but for a squeeze given to his arm by Eedmond. 
So we left the party at the gate, Bryan seeming to receive 
some trifling consolation from pressing the hands of 
mother and daughter on bidding them a final good-night, 
but not turning from the spot till the loved form was shut 
out from sight by the closing door. 

Himself and Edward volunteered to see us a part of our 
way home, but he stopped after a few perches' walk, and 
gravely asked what we thought of delaying till Mac Cracken 
came out, and then and there, if lie did tio\. ^n^ \s::^\sNai 
pretensions, to see itiaiAj out l)etweeli^Ai«I!CL,^^^^&\^ 



I 
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-witnesses of fair play. Pitying his disturbed state, we 
did our duty in dissuading him from the design, but seeing 
that his wrath. seemed rather on the increase than otherwise. 
Edward brought him to reason by giving it as his decided 
opinion, that such a step would bring Theresa's name into 
public gossip, and even in other respects be highly dis- 
pleasing to her. 

The two friends accompanied us to Gath-na-Coologe, 
and as we parted, and looked after them, returning towards 
the bridge, we were arrested by the calm beauty of the 
autumn night, the white vapour hanging over the hollows 
of the Boro, the dark fir grove beyond, the roof of the 
castle catching the light of the waning moon, the lofty 
trees towards the old building, and the long ridge of the 
White Mountain rising faintly obscure from the intervening 
haze ; the crescent and the reflected light on the castle- 
roof being the only positive bits of brightness in the entire 
expanse before us. After once more exchanging a cordial 
good-night, with a promise of meeting at Cloughbawn next 
Sunday, we briskly started for Courtnacuddy, passing the 
pool of clear water in the old slate quarry. "We were a 
little depressed by observing towards Enniscorthy some 
promise of rain, as the harvest through the country was in 
anything but a safe condition. 

> ♦ » ♦ < 



CHAPTEE XIV. 

THE WAKE AT PEDHER MOR's. 



Poor Shan Eaguireen died, as Mr. Eoche suspected he 
would, and the gold and the notes were found quilted in 
his wretched clothing ; and search was made for his rela- 
tives in and about Eathgeran, on the County Carlow side 
of the White Mountain, where his mother was known to 
have dwelt. Meantime, as much was taken from the hoard 
by Big Peter, in whose premises he died, as was necessary 
to buy a shroud and coffin, and some pipes, and tobacco, 
and snuflF. Sheets were hung up in a comer of the bam, 
and the poor corpse being shaved and washed, and provided 
with a clean shirt, was laid on a table in the same comer, 
and covered with a sheet. Two ot \\«^^\a:to^,Ta\i^Y 
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coloured wood piints of deroiit sabjecto were |«iiied on 
the sheets, and candkaticka, tfhnmed with eoloaicd paper 
and famished with candlca, were prorided. One or two 
persons relieved each other dfoing daj-l^t, to keep watch 
and ward; any poor neighbour coised whh a taste for • 
tobacco smoke was only too ready lor this doty, bat the 
approach of darkness broo^it company cnoi^g^ more 
indeed than were benefited by the social doty. 

The braye old patriarch Pedher lock his ease in his own 
chair, and held forth to two or three of lus neighbcnira^ 
as old as himself, on the old chronieles oi Ca^lebora 
Little attention did we pay to his l^ends, and sony 
enough we are at this moment lor oar inattenti<m. 
The bero of his narratiTe was a certain Sgmart (Sqaire) 
Heaton, who^ it appears, was the possessor of the Castle- 
boro demesne in some former age, and a terriUe Tmk 
he most hare been. He was employed in some fierce 
contention with his ndghboors or tenants^ we cannot now 
remember which, aboat a certain common, oreigrown with 
farze bashes — ^in fact, a large knoc. This knoc afibrded 
shelter to handreds of hares and rabbits, and as the Sqnire 
would not give way to the demand made on him aboat the 
said knoc, the party colleeted and set fire to it on a fine 
summer evening. Pedher described, in a most graphic 
mannei^ the effect of the fire seen ^m the country round, 
and the poor hares and rabbits rnnning for thor lives, 
with their fur all scorehed, and their eyes nearly burned 
out of their heads; and themselves filing into the hands of 
the crowds that kept watch at the edge of the burning mass. 

This reminiscence drew on others connected with matters 
that had place belbre the Bebellion; and while so employed 
Edward, Bryan, and Charley entered the room. They 
reverently uncovered their h^uls, and recited the Be Pro- 
fundisj verse and response. At the end they put on their 
hats, and approached the eldedy group. A grand-daughter 
of Pedher's and Mrs. O'Brien's servant girl, Joanna, a rat- 
tling young damsel, came in with them, and after the psalm 
joined the womankind of !Kg Peter, who occupied seats 
near the tabl& 

77ie semora, not wiHiiig to in&inge on l^kMssx itS^oNXe^ 
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hoars of rest, began to withdraw, after having nearl; 
exhaused the interesting topics of the locality ; and it wa 
not long till a considerable mass of lively conversatioi 
interesting to the younger portion of the company, begai 
to develop itself among the sundry groups, two or three 
the chief families keeping together near the table, as wa 
mentioned. At last a request came from a young woma 
of this group to Mr. Eedmond, that he would indulge thei 
with a song. Being little troubled with bashfulness, h 
complied at once, merely asking one of the little boys t 
bring a young cat from the kitchen to walk down hi 
throat and clear away the cobwebs. He warned hi 
audience that his song was useful to any one thinking c 
paying a visit to the bites of Dublin. 

"THE CONNAUGHT MiVN AT THE BEVDIW. 

** With a nate house and garden I live at my aise, 
But all worldly pleasures my mind cannot plaise ; 
To friends and to naybours I bid them adieu, 
And I pegged off to Dublin to see the review. 
LcuSUy, ta ral lal, ta ral UUf lee* 

** With thrembling expeetuma the town I advanced, 
Till I met with a soup-maker's cellar by chance, 
Where I saw hogs' puddings, cows' heels, and fat tripes ; 

And that delicate sight 

Laddly, ^. 

" I stood in amaze, and I viewed them all o'er 
The mistress espied me, and came to her door ; 

* Step in, if you plaise : there is every thing nice ; 
You shall have a good dinner at a reasonable price.' 
Laddly, ^c. 

** I tumbled down stairs, and I took off my hat ; 
And immediately down by the fire-side I sat. 
In less than five minutes she brought me a plate 
O'erflowing with potatoes, white cabbage, and mate. 
Laddly f ^c, 

" Says she, * 'Twas in Leitrim I was bom and bred, 
And can 'commodate you to a very good be3.' 
I thanked her, and straightway to ^d I did fly, 
Where I lay as snug as a pig in a stye. 
Laddly, ^c, 

k" In le88 nor five minutes my sides they grew hard, 
For every feather it measured a ^axd. 
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A regiment of black-boys mj poor corpse o'enpread, 
And insisted they'd tomble me out o' the bed. 
Laddly, 4^, 

'* I slept there all night imtil clear day-light, 
And immediately called for me bill upon si^t, 
Says she, * as we both are come from the one town,^ 
And besides ould acquaintance. Til charge but a crown.' 
Laddly, 4^. 

*' ' Gh, that is too much now, and conscience, to boot ;* 
So between she an' I there arose a dispute. 
To 'void the dispute, and to soon put an end. 
She out for the polis her daughter did send. 
LaddXyt 4c. 

** In the wink of a eye I was sorely confoimded 
To see my poor body so sadly surrounded. 
I ihousht they wor mayors, or peers o' the land. 
With VKOT long coats, and drab cabea, and guns in their hands. 
Lcuidly, ^c. 

" * Gentlemen,' says I, Tm a poor, honest man : 
Before in my life I was never trepanned.' 
* Come, me good fellow ! Gome pay for the whole. 
Or else you will be the first man in the ffooL' 
taddlyt ^c. 

** I paid the demand, and I bid her adieu. 
And was off to the Park for to see the review ; 
Where a soger he gave me a n^ of his gun. 
And bid me run home, for the tDhite-eyet were done. 
Lcuidly f 4c, 

** * My good fella,' says I, * had I you where I know, 
I'd make you full sore to repent o' that blow.' 
At the hearin' o' this, in a passion he flew. 
And his long carvin' knife on me poor head he drew. 
LadMy, ta rcdlal, la rallal, lee'* 

There were three or four verses more, hut the readers 
e prohahly content with the quantity furnished. There 
is clucking of tongues against palates at the mention of 
e roguish tricks of the Duhlin dealers ; hut a carrier in 
mpany cleared the city-horn folk of some of the odium 
iparted hy the song, and pronounced coimtry people who 
id made good their standing in Duhlin for a f&w years, to 
> the greatest cheats in tiie kingdom. Mr. Bedmond, 
iving now a right to call, summoned Joaima, \Jafc %«tNWi\. 
aid, hefoie mentioned, to show what she co^A. d^o. ^QdsxwA.^ 
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though very ready with her tongue at home, was at hea 
a modest girl, and fought hard to he let ofiF. But one pr 
tested that she was a good smger, in right of a lark's he 
she had (this was not the case, Joanna had a neat foot' 
another, that she was learned to sing hy note when Tend 
the dancing-master made his last round through tl 
country ; another, that he heard herself and a young k 
sing verse ahout one day when nohody was within hearin 
So poor Joan, to get rid of the torment, asked what so 
of song should she sing, and a dozen voices requested a lo' 
song ahout murder. So after looking down, with a blus 
ing face, for a while, she began with an unsteady voice, hi 
she was soon under the influence of the subject-lay, ai 
sung with a sweet voice one of these old English ballad 
which we heard for the first time from a young woman 
the Barony of Bargy, in the south. 

There is one on the same subject in some collection whi( 
we cannot at this moment particularize ; but the We 
ford vocalists never got their copy from a printed boo 
Joanna's version is evidently a faulty one. It has sujBPeri 
from transmission through generations of negligent voc£ 
ists. It is not an easy matter to tag the subject on to ai 
decided point in the reigns of the kings of England. 

"FAIB ELEANOB. 

** * Come, comb your head, Fair Eleanor 
And comb it on your knee, 
And that you may look maiden-like 
Till my return to thee.' 

" * 'Tie hard for me to look maiden-like, 
When maiden I am none : 
Seven fair sons I've borne to thee. 
And the eighth lies in my womb.' 

** Seven long years were past and gone ; 
Fair Eleanor thought it long. 
She went up into her bower, 
With her silver cane in hand. 

" She looked far, she lookfed near. 
She looked upon the strand ; 
And it's there she spied King William a*coming, 
And his new biide b^ \2[ie'kKa^. 
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She then called op her wfcn flom. 

By one, by two, by three ; 
' I inah that yon were wfoi gmyhoaada. 

Hue night to wony me ! ' 

** ' Oh, say not to oar mother dear. 
But pot on your golden pall. 
And go and tlm>w open your wide, 
And welcome the nobfes alL* 

" Soshe threw off her gown of green; 
Sbe pat on her golden pall. 
She went and thr^ open her wide, wide gates, 
And welcomed the nobles all. 
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' Oh, welcome, lady bar ! ' she said ; 
' Yoa*re wdoome to y oar own ; 
And welcome be these noUes all 
Tliat come to wait on yon home.* 

' Oh, thankee, thankee. Fair Eleanor ! 

And many thanks to thee ; 
And if in tins bower I do remain. 
Great gifts IH bestow on tliee.' 

" She senred them op, she serred them down. 
She serYcd them all with wine. 
Bat still she drank of the clear spring water. 
To keep her ooloar fine. 

''She served them ap, she serred them down. 
She serred them in the hall. 
Bat still she wiped off the salt, salt tean, 
As they from her did falL 

'* Wen bespoke the bride so gay. 
As she sat in her chair — 
< And ten to me. King Wimam,* she said, 

' Who is this maid BO fair ? 

"'Issheofyoorkith,' de said, 
' Or is she of yoar kin. 
Or is she yoar comely hoosdceeper 
That walks both oat and in ! ' 

"* She is not of my kith,' he said, 
' Nor is she of my kin ; 
Bat she is my comdy boosekeeper 
Tliat walks boih oot and in. 

",* Who then was yoar father,' she said, 
* Or w\^ then was yoar mother t 
Had joo soy sister dear, 
Or Aad joo «sy brother t ' 
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** * King Henry wm my father/ she said, 
' Queen Margaret was my mother, 
Matilda was my sister dear, 
Lord Tliomas was my brother.' 

** ' King Hennr was your father,' she said. 
Queen Margaret, your mother, 
1 am your only sist^ dear. 
And here's Lord Thomas, our brother. 

** * Seven lofty ships I haye at sea. 
All filled with beaten sold ; 
Six of them Til leave with thee. 
The seventh will bear me home.* *' 

The usual interruptions arising from the entranc 
new visitors had occurred several times during these re 
tions^ with the results already specified. The last v 
was a young giant named Tom Sweetman, a workma 
the farm of young Eoche, and an admirer of the songi 
oi Fair Eleanor^ who, if she returned his afifection, 
special care to conceal the fact from the eyes of the: 
quaintance. Tom was as guileless a young follow a 
county could boast. O'Brien summoned him to sin^ 
he could produce nothing but the lamentation of a 3 
girl for the absence of her lover. 

''THE BAn/)B BOY. 
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Oh the sailing trade is a weary life ; 
It robs fair maids of their hearts' delight, 
Which causes me for to sigh and mourn, 
For fear my true love will ne'er return. 



** ' The grass grows green upon yonder lea. 
The leaves are budding from ev'ry spray, 
The nightingale in her cage will sinff 
To welcome Willy home to crown the spring. 

" * I'U build myself a Uttle boat, 

And o'er the ocean I mean to float : 
From every French ship that do pass by, 
I'll inquire for Willy, that bold sailing boy.' 

" She had not sailed a league past three 
Till a fleet of French ships sne chanced to meet. 
* Come tell me, SMlors, and tell me true, 
If my love WiUy sails on board with you.' 
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*' * Indeed, fair maid, joor love it Bot here. 
But he is drownM by tins we fear. 
Twas yon green island as we paind by. 
There we lost WiDy, thai bold nilmg boy/ 

** She wrong her hands and she tore her hair 
Just like » lady that was in despair ; 
Against the rock her little boat she ran — 
' How can I lire, and my tme Ioyo gone ! * 

" Nine months after, this maid was dead. 
And this note found on her bed*s head ; 
How she was satisfied to end her life. 
Because she was not » bold sailor^s wife. 

** * Dig my grare both huge and de^ 
I>eck it oyer with lilhes sweet, 
And on my head-stone cot a tortle-doTe, 
To signify that I died for love.' " 

It is probable that the sentiinents of this ballad will not 
produce corresponding ones in our readers. It was not so 
with the younger portion of Tom's audience, for he song 
it with much feeliog. He was a sincere yoong fellow, be- 
sides being a lover. 

It would be trying, except to the nenres of a social anti- 
quary, to be obliged to hear many more of the lays then 
and there sung. Few were distinguished by genuine 
poetry or good taste. Of course the company were not 
without hearing of the " Sailor who courted a farmer^s 
daughter, that Uyed coniranient to the Isle of Man.'' Then 
the really jovial song of the ** Wedding of Ballyporeen," 
set the aucQence a-laughing^ though often heard before ; and 
they were soon admiring, with open mouths and eyes, the 
great learning displayed in the Bouchal na Gruaga dhouma, 
the Colleen Bua, Skeda na Gvira^ and the Cottage Maid. 
We will content ourselves with moderate extracts from 
these once popular pieces — the composition of school- 
masters or poetasters, intent on exhibiting their acquain- 
tance with the Pantheon. 

A young lady lamenting the absence of her Bouchal na 

gruaga Dhowna (boy with the brown hair), thus gives vent 

to her feelings : — 

•' Now if he ean*t be found 
rU search the g^obe all roomi - 
Earapetaid likewise 
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Not only in Rotterdam, 
But in the Holy Lands, 

And the burning deserts of Arabia. 
At night my tale I'll tell 
In groves to Philomel, • 

His name in echo back resounding ; 
If he away should fly, 
m lay me down and die 

For the Bouchal na gniaga dhowna. 

** But now the war is o'er, 
And he returning home ; 

In triumph he has passed grand Cairo. 
His fame for to make Imown, 
He was with laurels crowned. 
Like Ciligis before 0*Mara." 



We have hitherto been unsuccessful in our attempts to 
identify the two heroes above named, and the occasion of 
one being honourably presented to the other. In the 
Colleen Eua (xed-haired girl), the lady and gentleman af- 
fecting to hold a love conference, are merely testing each 
oth^^s knowledge of the Grecian mythology. He com- 
mences the learned scrutiny thus : — 

** * Are you Aurora or the goddess Flora, 

Euterpe, Thalia, or Vanus bright, 
Or Helen fair beyond compare, 

Whom Paris stole from the Grecian sight. 
You lovely fair one, you've me enslaved, 

I'm inextricated by Cupid's clew, 
Whose Gordian knots and insinuations 

Have deranged my ideas for you. Colleen Rua.'" 

But the lady of the golden locks is not for a moment 
mistaken as to the character of the address. She feels 
that he wants to crush her under the weight of his learn- 
ing, suspects there is little real feeling at the bottom of all 
the eloquence, and by her answer, shows she is heart 
whole, not so easily taken in, and able to match the bright- 
est gem of erudition in his collection. 

" She says, * be easy and do not tease me 
With your false praises most jeeringly ; 
Your Gordian knots and insinuations 
Are incantations for decemu^ me. 
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And by virtue of his harp 

He got his pardon 
Sure he might steal the Fair 
From that solitary sphere : 
May an organizing shepherd 

Be her guardian ! " 

May he, indeed ! So say we all of us. But why an 
organizing swain? Ah, here is where the learning and 
finesse of the writer may be detected Organs and pandean 
pipes are built on the same principle ; and is it not more 
dignified to say, " there goes an organizing shepherd " than 
" a pandean-pipe-playing shepherd f * 

Some of the assembly began at last to show by their 
manner and gestures, that they had lost as much time as 
they could afford in the enthralment of sweet sounds, and 
a request was forwarded to O'Brien, and Roche, and 
Redmond, that they would get up the wake-house drama 
of Old Dotod and his Daughters, to enable them to hold out 
against the attacks of bad air and want of sleep. 

We are sorry that the young men did not exhibit a bet- 
ter sense of the moral fitness of things. They were not 
disposed to vice, private or public, but custom so far influ- 
enced them, that what was harmless at other times and in 
other places they looked on as harmless at a wake. So 
Charles at once assumed the functions of stage manager, 
and the personation of Old Dowd with a daughter to dis- 
pose of. He set the blushing and tittering Joanna on a 
chair beside him, Tom Sweetman, and two or three other 
young fellows on a form at his other side, cleared an open 
space in front, procured a good stick for himself and each 
of his sons, and awaited the approach of the expected 
suitor. O'Brien and Roche had gone out, and on their re- 
entrance were to be looked on — the first as the suitor, a 
caustic poet, who makes himself welcome at rich farmers' 
houses by satirizing their neighbours, and the second as 
his steed, whose forelegs were represented by the biped's 
arms, and a stool firmly grasped in his hands. Roche's 
election to the office was determined by his size and great 
strength. Amid the most profound silence commenced the 
drama of- — 
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OLD DOWD AND HIS DAUGHTERS. 

[Present : Old Dowd, his nuirriageahU daughter, Sheela, 
and his six sons. Enter poetic suitor, appropriately mounted. 
Eather and sons eye the pair with much contempt.] 

Old Dowd. — ^Who is this, monnted on bis onld garran, 
coming to disturb us at tbis boor of tbe nigbt ? What 
shnler or sthromuhuch can it be ? I don't think we can 
afford yon lodging, honest man ; you must go on fieather. 

Stdlor. — Tm not an honest man, no more than yourself, 
you onld sinner, and I don't want lodging. Fm seeking 
for a solace of life's woes — ^in plain words, a connubial 
participator of my terrestrial destiny. Are you lucky 
enough to be able to suit me 1 You'll not get the chance 
of a high-bred connexion in a hurry. My grandfather 
owned seven townlands, and let more property slip through 
his fingers than the whole seed, breed, and generation of 
the Dowds possessed since Adam was a boy. Come, are 
you ready for me ? 

Father of Bride, — Pray, what property have you ? 

Suitor. — ^A law shuit thaf s to be decided on St Tibb's 
Eve. K I gain it Pll get fifty acres of land on the side of 
Blackstairs, at a pound an acre. K I lose, they can only 
put me in the Marshals. Come, let us see the bride. But 
firsts as they used to say at the siege of Troy, expound your 
descent and genealogy. 

Father. — ^Here I am. Old Dowd, with his six sons — 
himself makes seven ; four more would be eleven — and 
hnrraw, brave boys." 

At this point of the conference the patriarch flourished 
his stick, and aimed a few blows at the steed and rider, 
more, however, in courtesy than resentment. The suitor 
warded the strokes with some skill, and gave a tap or two 
to bis father-in-law elect. He at last setting his weapon 
upright, the strife ceased. 

Father. — Come, I see you arc not altogether unworthy 
to enter the fsumly of the Dowds. Whaf s your profession \ 
How do you cam your bread ? I won't send out xo.^ ^<MKt 
Sheela to live on the ne^hhours. 
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Wooer, — rm a poet, and live by the weaknesses of 
Diankind. 

FatJier, — Och, what a trade ! Your coat is white at the 
seams. Which is that a tommy or a real shirt yon have 
on you 1 How many meals a day do you get ? Every one 
knows the saying — as poor as a poet 

Of ended Bard, — ^Then I think three-quarters of the peo- 
ple about here must be of the trade. If you were to be 
twenty father-in-laws to me, learn to be mannerly, Old 
Dowd. I scorn a tommy, except when my old shirt is 
\^'om out, and my new one not come from the seamstrefls, 
and if I could find appetite I might eat seven meals a day. 
I stop at a gentleman- farmer' 8, and repate a few verses that 
1 made on a neighbour for his stinginess to one of the onld 
stock of the Muldoons, and a poet besides; and don't 
niesclf and me steed live there like fighting cocks, and the 
man of the house not daring to sneeze for fear of getting 
into a new lampoon. Is this my bride ? Oh, the darlint ! 
I must make a verse in her praise off hand : 

*' If I was Homer, that noble pomer, 
I'd sing your praUes in verses sweet ; 
Or Elexancmer, that bould commandher, 
I'd lay my throphies down at your feet.** 

" Venerable head of the Clan Dowd, my Intended looks 
a little hot. I hope it wasn't with the pot-rag she wiped 
her face this morning. Old Dowd, you'll have to shell 
out something decent for soap. The young lady's name is 
Sheela, you say. She's not the same Miss Sheela, I hope, 
that Pat Cox, the shoemaker, was lately courtin' 1 

Indignant Parent, — You vagabone of a poet, do you 
think I'd domane theould kings of Leinster, my forefathers, 
by taking into my family a greasy shoemaker 1 

Poet. — I only asked a civil question. Pat met his darling 
one day, and she binding after the reapers, and axed when 
fthe'd let him take her measure for a pair of new shoes. 
" No time like the present time," says she, and off she 
kicked her right foot pump. Her nails were a trifle long, 
and her lovely toes were peeping out through the worsted 
Htockings. If there was anything between the same toes 
/I wouldn't be polite to mention it. ^o\i<ik^VVvict^dviaja the 
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amorous swain by the privilege conferred, that he felt 
within the recesses of his intellectual faculties, that a pro- 
longation of communication would be prejudicial to his 
heart's serenity. The shoes are yet unmade, and Pat's 
nearest abode is Booladhurracha in the Duffrey. 

Enraged Parent — And do you dare, you foul-mouthed 
fellow, to cast insinuations on the delicate habits of my 
dear cluld 1 Take this for your reward. 

Sympathetic Sons, — And this — and this." 

And now commenced a neat cudgel-skirmish between 
the high, contracting parties. The wrathful sire not only 
struck at the evil-tongued rider, but also whacked at the 
inoffensive steed. The suitor warded the blows from his 
trusty charger as well as he could ; but still one or two 
made disagreeable impressions on sensitive portions of his 
frame, and the sons with their wooden falchions were 
adding to his discomfort. So the noble animal, feeUng his 
patience rapidly diminishing, executed a demi- volte, and 
applying the hoof of his off hind leg to the bench on 
which the old gentleman and his sons were sitting in 
state, he overturned them with little effort, and their 
heads and backs made sore acquaintance with the wall and 
floor. 

This disagreeable incident, and the still unconquered 
difficulties, stopped the further prosecution of the suit ; 
and amid rubbing of sore spots, scratching of heads, and 
btiTsts of laughter from all parts of the room, they set 
about another match ; Pedher's grand-daughter being 
obliged to sit for the next blushing bride. In this second 
act, Eedmond came in as a wooer, bestriding Tom Sweet- 
man. His cue was to have nothing of the poet or the 
vagrant hanging to his skirts. He was the parsimonious, 
careful tradesman of country life. O'Brien presented Old 
Dowd. 

Wooer No, 2. — God save all here ! I want a wife, look 
here, and no more about it. Have yez got the article % 

Future Father-in-law, — ^To be sure we have ! Who are 
you, if you plaise, and whaf s the^ame that's on you % 

Thrifty Suitor.— Tm not ashamed of my naxsi^ Tifi.^ 
hvLBmess any day, Fm a brogue-maker to me \Jai«Aa, «x\.^ 
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me name's Mick Kinsella ; and Vm not without a few 
thirteens in my pocket, not all as one as that frighten-the- 
crows, Denny Muldoon, that'll be obleeged to bring the 
shakedown near the fire, and throw his cotha-mor over his 
bride to keep her from starving with the cold in the 
honeymoon. I won't have Miss Sheela, you may depend 
on it 

Sheets Father, — ^'Deed I think you're right, Mick-the- 
Brogue. That dear girl was a leetle untidy ; still she 
wasn't without her good points ; but she would persist in 
wiping the plates with the cat's tail when the dishcloth was 
not at hand ; and I'm afraid that her husband won*t he 
known by the whiteness of his shirt collar at the chapel. 
Well, well, we won't speak ill of the absent ; but here, you 
son of a turned pump, is the flower of the flock for you ; 
here's one that will put a genteel stamp on your stand of 
brogues at a fair or market. By the way, the shoe-makeis 
don't associate with you, men of the leather /on^. They 
don't 'look on you as tradesmen. What shabby pride ! 
Saving your favour, Mick, what property have you, and 
what do you intend to leave to your widow 1 No one can 
throw in your teeth that you married out of a frolic of 
youth. You're turned fifty, I think. 

Mick. — No, I am not, Old Dowd. I am only pushing 
forty-five ; and I have neither a red nose nor a shaky hand. 
Old Dowd ; and I hope Mrs. Kinsella won't be at the 
expense of a widow's cap for thirty years to come. Old 
Dowd. But not to make an ill answer, I have three hun- 
dred red guineas under the thatch. And now tell me 
what yourself will lay down on the nail the day your 
daughter changes her name. 

Haughty Sire, — ^Well, well, the impudence of some 
people bangs ! Isn't it enough, and more than enough, to 
get a young woman of birth, that has book-laming and 
reads novels 1 And you big jackass, don't you think but 
your bread will be baked the day she condescends to take 
the vulgar name of Kinsella ? Why, man, the meaning of 
the word is " Dirty Head." An old king of Leinster got 
it for killing a priest. 



THB WAKE AT PEDHEB MOB's. 71 

Matter-of-fact Wooer. — I don't care a pig's bristle for 
rour norations and shanachus. Give an answer, if you 
)lease. 

Old Gentleman. — Oh, mnrther, nmrthery Old Dowd ! 
Did you ever think you'd live to hear your genteel and 
iccomplished daughter, Miss Biddelia Dowd, csdled by the 
nle name of Biddy -the-Brogue ? 

Impradicable Candidate. — None of your impudence, you 
overbearing, immoral old toper ! I want a wife to keep' 
tilings snug at home, and make me comfortable, and not 
let me be wronged by my servants and workmen. You 
)ay that Biddelia reads novels : and maybe when the 
ploughmen come in at noon, they'll only find the pyaties 
put down over a bad fire, and the mistress crying over a 
greasy-covered book in the comer. To Old Nick I pitch 
all the novels in the world. 

Dowd {faJther and sons). — ^This ignorant bosthoon never 
went as far as the "Principles of Politeness" in the 
" Universal Spelling-book." Let us administer the youth 
a little of the oil of hazel, to soople his joints and lam him 
manners. Whoo !" 

Then another passage of arms took place, in which some 
skilful play was shown with the sticks, and several sound 
bangs were given and received, to the great delight and 
edification of the assembly. 

KinseUa. — ^Now that these few compliments are over, 
what is to be the fortune of Biddy — ^beg a thousand pardons 
— Miss Biddelia Dowd, I mean % 

Dowd. — ^Isn't her face fortune enough, you vulgarian? 
Do you think nothing of the respectability of having her 
sitting on a pillion behind you going to fiur or market to 
look after your kish, with her green silk gown and quilted 
purple petticoat, and her bright orange shawl % Ah, you 
lucky thief ! Won't you have the crowd of young fellows 
round you, bargaining for your ware, and inviting Mrs. 
Kinsella to a glass of punch % I think, instead of expecting 
a fortune, you should give a big bag of money for being 
let into my family. 

Hard-headed Lover. — Old Dowd, all yoTii ^06^i>CL^\ *\«^\. 



72 THE BANKS OF THE BORO. 

worth a cast-off brogue. Mention a decent sum, or back I 
go to my work. Tm young enough to be married these 
fifteen years to come." 

Here the father and sons put their heads together, and 
finally the hard-pressed senior named twenty pounds ; but 
the worldly-minded suitor exclaimed against the smallness 
of the sum, and insisted on a hundred. After a series of 
skilful thiiists and parries, they agreed to split the differ- 
ence ; and the candidate was asked whether he preferred 
to receive it in gales, or be paid all at once. He incon- 
siderately named present payment, and had soon reason to 
repent of his haste to become rich, for the dowry descended 
on himself and his charger in a shower of blows from the 
tough hazels and blackthorns of his new relatives. Aftei 
receiving and inflicting several stripes, he shouted out that ' 
he was satisfied to give a long day with the balance. And 
so, with their shoulders and sides sore with blows and 
laughter, the play came to an end ; and much satisfSaction 
was shown by the audience both with the action and dia- 
logue, for many in the crowd knew the parties who were 
represented, and scarcely, if at all, caricatured ; for Denny 
Muldoon, and Mick Kinsella, and Peg-the-Brogue, were 
well-known under other names. 

When the enthusiasm had subsided a little — it being 
now about one o'clock in . the morning — O'Brien, Eoche, 
Kedmond, Joanna, and Sweetman withdrew, not omitting 
to recite some prayers before they quitted the room. 

When the vacated seats came to be filled, and lately- 
bashful young fellows began to use the tobacco-pipes, which 
none but the elder folk had meddled with before, the 
hitherto tolerably decent spirit of the society began to 
evaporate, and confusion and ill manners to prevail. How- 
ever, a young fellow, who felt a desire to hear himself sing 
in company, got some of his supporters to endeavour to 
still the tumult, and request him to favour the society 
with a song. The tumult did not entirely subside till the 
first notes were heard ; and the dismal style in which the 
verses were chanted, requited the general restraint but in- 
differently : — 
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'*THE STBRAMB OF BUNCLODT. 

'' Was I at the moss-house where the birds do increase, 
At the foot of Mount Leinster, or some silent place, 
At the streams of Bmidody, where all pleasures do meet, 
And all I require is one kiss from you, sweet. 

** The reason my love slights me, I do understand. 
Because she has a fre^old and I have no land ; 
A great store of riches, both silver and gold, 
Ai^ everything fitting a house to uphold. 

''HI was a derk who could write a good hand, 
Pd write to my true love that she might understand. 
That Tm a young man that's deeply in love, 
lli&t lived by Bunclody, and now must remove. 

" Adieu my dear father ; adieu my dear mother ; 
Farewell to my sister, and likewise my brother ; 
Fm going to America, my fortune to try ; 
When I think on Bunclody, Pm ready to die.** 

The general feeling at the time was too mnch of a 
oical cbaracter to relish such a maudlin lay. Several 
igs were sung, whose composers' ghosts shaJl not have 
i gratification of seeing them here either in substance or 
[ne. The one that follows is on the debateable land 
bween the tolerable and unpresentable :— 

" don't xabbt ! 

" Before a maid is married. 

She's as mild as any nun ; 
When marriage rites are over, 

She then lets loose her tongue. 
She soon will prove an orator. 

And make the whole house ring ; 
' And why should I become your wife. 

To wash, to card, or spin f 



« 



llief« was a victim in a carty 

Just going to be hanged. 
When a retrieve came m>m the king. 

The horse and cart did stand. 
It was that he should many a wife. 

Or instantly should die ; 
* For what shoukl I oomq»t my life ? 

The victim did reply, 
'lliey're crowding hm from every port, 

'Twere wrong to interrupt the sport, 
The bfluigam's iSid ci either aoci, 

Hie wife** the wont— viMi on ^^ caxC ^' 
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At last even the songs, such as they were, began to lose 
thoir charm, and games wore introduced* No. i was thus 
carried on. The captain took five assistants, and arranged 
thorn in a semicircle, giving to each a name. He then 
began with a short stick to pound the palm of one to 
whom the mischance came by lot, keeping a firm hold of 
his wrist all the time, and naming the troop thus — ** FUhjf 
Falhy^ Darby Skibhy, Doncuiha the Saddler, Jaeh^'tht- 
FardeUy Scour-didh : what's that man's name f He 
pointed suddenly to one of the troop, and if the patient 
named him on the moment, he was released, and the fellow 
named was submitted to the pandy discipline. If there 
wa8 the Rlightest delay about the name, the operator went 
on as before — "Fibby Fabby, Darby Skibby," etc., till the 
poor victim's fingers wore in a sad state. 

Flay 2 was thus conducted. A candle was placed on the 
ground, in the middle of a circle of lads, and all directed to 
keep thoir oyesfixod on it, and their hands behind their backs. 
The captain provided himself with a twisted leathern apron, 
or something equally unpleasant to be struck with, and 
walked on the outside of the ring, exclaiming from time to 
time, " Watch the light, watch the light." Having placed 
the weapon secretly in the hands of one of the company, 
ho at last cried out, " Use the linger, use the linger ;" and 
this worthy ran round the circle, using it to some purpose 
on the backs of his playmates. He then became the 
cai)taiii, and in due course delivered the instrument U) 
some one else. 

But the most objectionable trick of all was " shooting 
the buck.'' Some person or persons who had not yet seen 
th(} performance were essential to its success, as it required 
a victim or two. The personator of the buck having gone 
out, the sportsman who was to shoot him required one 
to three unsuspicious persons to lie in wait inside the 
door, to catch the animal when falling from the effect of 
the shot, promising that they should see fine things. All 
became silent and watchful, and the retrievers were at their 
post, when the stag appeared in the door-way, a stool on 
his head, with the feet upturned to represent horns. The 
huntsman stooped, and squinting along a stick, cried out, 
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"too-oo^^ — back fell the animal, and down came the stool, 
and all the dirt with which the rogue had charged it out- 
side, on the hats and clothes of the raw sportsmen, and 
iaextinguishable laughter rose £rom all the throats but 
theirs. 

It is now three or four o'clock, and time for any one who 
dreads the terrors of an over-burthened conscience, while 
he lies passive and supine next morning, to quit the scene 
diiot 

We might here moralize on the inherent evil of the in- 
stitution, and the number of young men who became 
hardened in vice by attending wakes, and the number of 
young women who lost character thereby, and everything 
with it^ here and hereafter. The evil lay in visiting them 
at all, for more than a few minutes. It would be out of 
the question for the best-intentioned to remain in the foul 
room for the whole night, and come out as guileless in the 
moming as they entered in the evening. Girls with any 
pretence to good conduct never remained in them beyond 
the early hours of the night, and were always supposed to 
be there imder the guardianship of brother, cousin, or 
declared lover. We will say, for the honour of those 
districts of Ireland that were known to us, that it was rare 
to hear of a young woman — ^farmef s or cottager's daughter 
— of bad character. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

SUNDAY MOl^NING. 

It is scarcely necessary to say that myself and my school 
comrades often lay down on Saturday nights with tired 
limbs, and consequently were in no hurry to rise on Sunday 
mornings. However, the vanithee being on foot at an 
early hour, and it being the properties of plates, pots, and 
pans to make noise when brought into contact, our mom- 
ing slumbers become anything but agreeable, and, making 
a virtue of necessity, we rise. Breakfast over, we devote 
ourselves to copying with pen and ink one of the little 
engravings in our prayer-book ; and by-and-by we see 
some neighbours from the direction of Moneytucker pass- 
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ing down the road to the chapel, and gossipping. Follow- 
ing in their traces, we arrive at Marianne Brophys bawn- 
gate, just as Father James Doyle, who has ridden all the 
way from Davidstown, has arrived. The good clergyman 
is advanced in years, and feeble ; he wears top-boots and 
cloth over-alls round his legs, and Neddy, the widow's son, 
receives him with a pull at his fore-lock, and helps him to 
alight. We enter the clean-swept kitchen, where a good 
turf-fire is burning under the open chimney on the hearth- 
stone. Neither the widow nor any of her neighbours is 
sensible of the advantage of making her fire on something 
resembling a moveable gridiron, when a current of air could 
introduce itself under the bars. 

The priest's niece, Mrs. Arthur Dunne, is there ; so is 
Mrs. Dunne's husband, and Morgan Dunne, and Mrs. 
Morgan, and some of the Devereuxs, or Fitzhanises^ or 
Foleys, or Bretts, or Carrolls ; and priest and fiock chat on 
local subjects, after he has fixed himself comfortably in 
the easy straw chair. Good Father James has a Utile 
farm which supports his lightly- worked household and 
labourers, and affords himself something to be interested 
in. He is now too infirm for heavy parochial duty, which 
is efficiently discharged by his young coadjutor, Father 
Prendergast. I cannot recollect a scene of greater quiet 
enjoyment than the group of pastor and flock sitting 
round the fire and talking, the sun-beams pouring in 
through the spy-hole in the partition, and partially tinting, 
with a lighter shade, the turf- smoke as it rose through the 
open chimney. 

When the priest is rested, and the weekly topics are ex- 
hausted, he disperses his audience, and as many as wish to 
go to confession, come in one by one, and are reproved or 
consoled as the need arises, and finally absolved. This 
duty over, and the hour for Mass at hand, he resumes his 
hat, and, accompanied by some of the parish dignitaries, 
male and female aforesaid, walks slowly down to the 
chapel. Jem Quigly, whom we shall meet again, is 
holding forth at the gate on some subject connected with 
his own concerns, such as his work, the care that Molly 
took of him when he was sick, oi VSaa «s\s7?^t \i<^ ^ye to 
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^* the master" yesterday evening. Indeed, Jem looked on 
himself as the centre of all hnman interest; and other 
men and things were of yalne merely as they administered 
to his consequence. 

At the sight of Father James, all flock into the hare* 
walled, and uneven-floored chapeL Those whose devotion 
is of a hike-warm temperament, kneel outside, leaning on 
the low yard wall or the hopping-hlock, and enjoy the 
ficesh hieeze. If the devil helps Ihran to close their eyes 
at intervals, let them hlame themselves^ 

After the Commnnion, Father James taming half romid, 
with one arm resting on the altar, gives some practical in- 
structions; and when the congregation is dismissed, he 
partakes of a hreakfast of iresh white bread and milk, 
provided by Mrs. Art. Dunne^ and then mounting his quiet 
steed, and bidding good-bye to his large family, he rides 
on slowly down to Dranagh bridge, across the hill to the 
village of Moneyhore, and thence through the Leap to his 
house near Davidstown chapel ; one or other of his flock 
keeping liiTn company most of the way. The rest of the 
day is spent between reading, repeating his office, taking a 
quiet walk through his fields, or conversing with any of 
his neighbours that call on him, either to enquire after his 
health, or to seek help or advice. Help or sound advice 
was easily got from the benevolent Falher James Doyle. 
He has long since gone to his home, which we may hope 
is among The Blessed. 

Such were our Sunday mornings in ordinary; but on 
the Sabbath next after our meeting at Bryan's, Bedmond 
joined me after breakfast, and we set out for Cloughbawn, 
and had the good fortune of meeting our friends at Colaght 
The autumn morning is warm though moist, and the con- 
versation turns as much on the doubtful state of the crops 
as on spiritual matters. It would not be considered 
decorous on Bryan's part to seek to engross Theresa's com- 
pany on an occasion like the present ; so he behaves like 
a good boy, and does not make the attempt 

Mr. Watt Greene and his eldest son, and some of our 
younger friends are at his gate, and exch«i\%<& VVxi^ \gcfc^ 
inga with us; and I am sure that Maxt^ia, oji'^'^O 






I 



yS THE BANKS OF THE BOBO. 

and Eebecca would gladly join their school-fellows if they 
had their wish, but rather through a social than a religious 
motive. Well, it can't be helped — ^we wiU see each other 
again to-morrow, please Gk)d. 

We enter the little chapel, snugly sheltered by trees, 
and its grassy yard provided with the ordinary turfy ter- 
races to rest the waiting congregation. We say our intro-' 
ductory prayers with attention or otherwise, according to 
circumstances and temperament ; and then some repair to 
the gallery, where a few zealous readers relieve each other 
at The Inference hettoeen Temporal and Eternal ; The Intro- 
dtiction to a Devout Life^ by St, Francis de Sales; The 
Spiritual Combat ; The Imitation of Christ, by Thomas a 
Kempis, or some other standard devotional works. Venti- 
lation not being a " household word " in our townships, a 
few withdraw when they feel the air oppressive, and soon 
find relief on the grassy divans in the yard, and Father 
Furlong having met with a delay, we have time for some 
"disjointed chat" of this fashion, — Sleeveen being found 
among the company. 

Sleeveen, — Well, well, it is some comfort to poor slaves 
in this world, that their masters must make an exchange 
with them in the next life any way, like the poor beggar 
and the rich man they were reading about just now. If 
they didn't, there would be no justice here nor hereafter. 

C. Redmond, — Then, I suppose, Sleeveen, that in your 
mind, all lazy labourers and beggars will be sure of Para- 
dise, and aU rich people, good and bad, be lost ; is that 
the case ? 

Sleeveen, — ^Isn't it said in the Scripture that it is easier 
for a camel to pass through the eye of a needle, than for a 
rich man to enter Heaven, and sure it wasn't said that the 
beggar was doing any good, nor the rich man much harm ; 
and still you see how they came off. 

Edward. — ^What a capital knack Sleeveen has to settle 
difficulties. Do you ever take the trouble of looking at a 
question from more than one point, Sleeveen '? 

Sleeveen, — Faith, Master Edward, I don't look at a ques- 
tion horn any point at all, but answer it, if I can do so, 
without hnngmg myself into tio^xVA©. kiL ViSL^wi^^«."Mr. 
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Boche, that is a scholar and a great Christian^ tell me why 
was that rich man damned, for I did not hear of any crime 
he done? and why was the heggar saved, for he only 
rested himseK and ate what they gave him. 

Mr. Boche. — ^With regard to the heggar, it is prohahlo 
that his infirmities prevented him from doing anything 
but pray, and offer his sufferings in patience to his Maker. 
The rich man seems to have employed himself in nothing 
but eating and drinking luxuriously, without ever making 
an effort to please God, for which he must have had 
plenty of opportunity. 

Sleeveen. — Oh, dear, oh dear ! I wish there was no hell 
at alL Don't poor crathers suffer enough in this life with 
hard work, and cold, and hunger, and sickness, and trouble 
of mind, and not to have such a place to be looking out for 
when they die. 

Mr. Roche, — No one need look out for it, unless through 
their own fault. The very course that makes our lives 
happiest here, and keeps our minds most at ease, is whafs 
taken by devout people. Be persuaded that we get abun- 
dant help from heaven to lead such lives in this world as 
will keep us from a future state of misery. 

Sleeveen. — Talk is cheap, Mr. Boche. I could no more 
stay on my knees as you do, nor fast as I see others do, 
wlule I slave as I'm forced to do myself, nor say my 
prayers for a quarter of an hour without falling asleep, 
than I could fly. 

Mr. ^oc^.— Once for all, be persuaded that if you do 
not resist God's grace, and if you wish and prfty for help 
with a sincere spirit, even though you may not he ahle to 
pray or meditate so long or so devoutly as others, your 
efforts Mdll be accepted ; and as to fasting, you know well 
enough that neither young, nor aged people, nor labourers, 
nor those whose health would he affected, are obliged to 
observe that discipline. 

Here Father Furlong was seen approaching, and we all 
made our way into the chapel. 

For the next hour or so we were employed. assisting at 
Mass, and I recollect casting my eyes moxe tbsixi OTk&^ \>Q\Xy^ 
galTeiy to see if the family of Ballymackesy "^eift %a ^xtcl^- 
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tual in making the sign of the cross and bending the knee 
as the worshippers on the ground floor. I forget the result 
of my curiosity, but I recollect the conclusion of the ex- 
hortation well enough. The clergyman, after alluding to 
the uncertain character of the present harvest weatiiei^ 
and the difficulty of saving the crops on large farms, men- 
tioned the dangerous state of a field of Mr. Greene's, and 
pointed it out as an act of good neighbourship for all of 
the congregation that were fit for harvest labour, to repair 
to the field after Mass, and secure the crop as the day was 
favourabla " 1 need scarcely tell you," said he, " that it 
would be wrong imder ordinary circumstances to do sach 
a thing on a Sunday ; but here it is authorised by the 
necessity of the case. Perhaps if it was deferred till to- 
morrow our good neighbour would be at a heavy losa, and 
be prevented iu a degree from assisting the poor and those 
who have nothing to depend on but their labour. Yon do 
not require to be told how ready Mr. Greene and his family 
are with their assistance when they see a need." 

There was a pleased under murmur from the congrega- 
tion as the discourse ended, for they desired nothing better 
than to oblige their worthy neighbour. The moment the 
De Frofundis was finished, men, women, and boys tamed 
out and streamed down the path on the furzy hill-side to the 
field. Eeaping- hooks were furnished from " the big house," 
or the neighbours' bams, and for the next two hours the 
ripened field furnished as fine a sight as could be witnessed. 
Men, young and old, were cutting down the com, their 
wives and daughters tying it up in sheaves, the delighted 
boys setting up these in stooks, and playing hide and seek 
among them at unguarded moments, young men and wo- 
men jibing or complimenting each other, the pleased owner 
and his lady enjoying the friendly efforts of their humble 
neighbours, the result, indeed, of their own well-known 
goodness to their dependents, and to the poor in general— 
and the hot sunshine pervading all, as if there had not been 
a shower for a quarter of a year. Three or four chonu 
full of mixed milk were in the field, so that no one suffered 
from thirst. 
When nothing was to be Been aX. \aa\. \i\\X, \Jafc ihapelj 
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lowB of stoolcB, oor gentieBm ianmer li dniwl bs pK9^ 
in a short apeedi, calralaftad to ixaea<ai fc5f Lsc^n. H« 
letamod tliem and Uiar exceHeszt ckisrsm Ids ^kr 
tliMilrM^ and he iM^ed shoftSr to hire ifae jhmezn c^i^iws- 
ing as many <rf them as his has onLi hM A i1k xiirr«c:t' 
home dinner. Soi, vith nrolna] ^coi viiLs&i ht tsA iL^j 
separated, and tibe whrdesMzte hooKhr drTiriggs, javw z'o^rj 
tfaiaoi^ the townkndy reeeiTed dae xs&ess^jsi fr::=. ihe 
dispersed vodcenL 

When the woik vas diQsie, Ednid, Bvraas, Chocks, tsd 
I made our war dovn tfarcnsji ihe fit^lds to iha TiT^t. 
and followed its xi^ hank thrmgb tbcr ix;h sK^ic-^n 
np to Oeh-na-Goppal Kidge. Dear oli irnist-s^xnzzifzzg 
ri.Yer ; howmanj of mr hojidi rMo&Ktkxos s» €cjrr^s«!d 
b J 1^ mcaaaj of yo^ir danring ahalknn^ deep pxilis. azci 
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Up the i^i msij path that led thrvo^ the meadov? j 
the pleaaant bank of ^^ era; v« pstoeeedcd tGrrsri 
bridge of Och-na-GoppaL, and at oor n^racst YAwiai 

leader will jdease to rasember that he vat to nx^ vish 

— - - - - gnarfegi 



the moimtains to the old tovn of GxaigiML 

« The mondng gsrc prcmia^ flf an «aiij nmniKf'i day 
when I left, with a li^ heart and ea^er hopw, V^ k^ep 
my amKHntmeni. As the «mi wwxisngbeToodVn»«af 
BfflLbow fiesh the fisMi »i hedgw koked, viih the; 
dew-diops hanging fnm the bUdfic of gzaai and the kares 
of the shmha ; and how checffol ecnmdftd tiie chirping of 
the birds! I reached the apprjmt^ ^nt b^wl the 
* Blood J Ridce,' and kej* walking abcwitiineanlTeii^^fl^ 
and fixing mr eres enciT now and then on the nppw i^^pe 
of tlie road OT the Ennia««thT wk of the stream. <p«^ 
hanB she has dianged her vasA, or l»M4owed'her aff&dions 
elsewheie ; pcrfwq* d» ^aas b«« fowil^ piw 
haii. majh^ BUgimkm a» d^ ; or wosae ikan aSi,\A\fi&% 
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on a sick bed.' My heart began to throb violently at the 
idea, and I continued to walk rapidly backwards and for- 
wards ; but I was soon blessed by the vision of her dear 
self appearing ^t the turning of the road. The next five 
minutes was a scene of joyful confusion, questions, inco- 
herent answers, words of endearment, loving looks, and 
loving pressure of hands. In a happy frame gf mind and 
body, we turned our attention to the journey before us, and 
for the next hour or two we were leisurely proceeding along 
the road that leads through the wood of Moynart^ in the 
direction of the pass of Scollagh. 

"Our newly-found and utiwatched intercourse was at 
first somewhat strange, but not the less delightfuL All 
her experience since we last parted was interesting to me, 
and my every-day course of existence seemed equally in- 
teresting to her, especially as I could assure her with truth 
that her image had never been absent from my mind for 
fifteen minutes during the entire space, and that the pre- 
cious chestnut lock of hair had been ever worn near my 
heart, and was kissed many times in the day. . We then 
went over the events of the short space passed under the 
same rooj^ and strove to clear up the rise and progress of 
our affection by mentioning the little incidents that served, 
one after the other, as the closer buddings of a band to 
draw our hearts together. However strong a person's love 
for himself may be, there is no sensible pleasure arising 
from it ; but ah ! how sweet is this self-love for two^ the 
pure strong affection of two young unsullied hearts. As 
we went along, the mild morning rays were streaming down 
through the boughs of the large oak and ash trees, and ly- 
ing on the roofs and lawns of the seats, so delightfully 
situated among the woods. The black scaurs of tirr^ the 
purple heath, the grey rocks, and the green patches were 
lying in harmonious coloring on the side of Blackstairs, 
and a bright fleecy cloud or two dappled the bluish green 
sky overhead ; but though these pleasing accompaniments 
enhanced our enjoyment, we seemed to take little notice of 
them, each mind being filled with the other*s presence, and 
sensible that an age would not suffice to dull or lessen the 
present enjoyment. 
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'* At last we approached the fine old manor-hooAe of 
Dnffire J Hall, and thought how delightf nl it would be to a 
newly-wedded pair to wander aboat on its lawns, and re- 
pose on its rostic seats^ and enjoy a prospect of married 
hi^piness nnchequered by any tear of distorbance or inter- 
raption ; bat yet we passed along the boundary wall with- 
oat a of^ and crossing the yoong Urnn, we began to 
aaoend the pass. 

** Xisvidlers even as privileged as we, are not altogether 
exempt from the yolgar necessities of eating and drinking ; 
so we entefed the Ikde tavern of Kiltealy, and there, on 
bread and batter, and milk, we made a break&st never to 
be forgottoL. 

'^ So £» I was not unaoqnainted with oor ronte, but now 
the road grow strange and rough, and in many plates owned 
neither foBce nor ditch. We wero on the verge of the 
wild common which on oor left arose gradually to join the 
eminenoe <tf BlackstaiiB, and on the other led awav to 
Moont Xfiinster. At last, on approaching the higher 
ground of the wfld road, we perceived that a few paces 
more would hide the view of our native county from our 
eyes ; so, sitting down on the grasBy bank, we cast a long 
loving look downwards on the iieldB, the stieams, the 
woods, and the low hills that we were quitting for a while. 
A sort of mehmcholy BU>le over bodi for a moment, but a 
fond look cast on each other soon dispelled the sadneee, 
and we aroee, and tummg oor faoe to the novel iibatares of 
the County of Cadow, we began to deaeeod the other eide 
of the mountaioL We h^ now kisaie and opportunity u# 
observe the diffeBmoe in the oonstraetioa of the houses, 
which began to be notooeable on the hfjr^as of the two 
coontaea. Insl<s»i of tike thate;h proj<eling over the mud 
walls^ as in the Wtarfrjad raikys, the isujftes h««e 
to the Id^tMesA puust, and w«» disposed in some mfOM^yw 
like hatihrnettt^ jisxapeu on a email ccak, the thauh 
lasting on aicnrer poruuo of the aoi^ym of the walL 

«Xaw be^uthe drr mmM^ iaoMt f/ ihiit tit^MM, nA titke 
large Uoeka oC fodk ^^sm asaa^ in the tail gzasc oi the 
meadows, or i^ dxilk4 yAm0>ifci^\ asi4 ^^ y^vak tieu^ 
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Bide of the mountain. Our way gradually descending now 
lay south-westy with Blackstaurs on our left hand; and 
we remarked the difference of the figure and of the fea- 
1(Ures of itself and the White Mountam from those of the 
Eastern face with which we were familiar. I had travelled 
before now to Graigue, by Templeudigan, the Eaimshach, 
and St Mullins ; and also through the Mam a Chuliagh^ 
down to Borris ; but I was altogether a stranger to the 
present road. However, the hill of Brandon over Graigue 
was a familiar object, and we sauntered happily onwards, 
occupied with recollections of blissfal moments spent to- 
gether, of dreary periods of absence, and with delightful 
plans for our future life, in which, being always together, 
our days would glide on as happily as the current one. 

" We entered the steep town of Graigue late in the after- 
noon, and after admiring the new Catholic church, uniting 
with the existing ruins of the old abbey, we proceeded 
upwards out of the town, and separated within a field or 
two of the house of Eliza's friend — the few days that were 
to intervene before we could see each other again, being 
as formidable as the blank of a quarter's absence erewhila 
I returned through the town ; and about a mile up the 
river on the eastern bank, claimed welcome hospitality at 
a ferm-house, where I had been a year or two before on 
business. We entertain in general a low opinion of the 
politeness and information of the Carlow farmers and their 
families ; but if I were to judge of the rest of the populace 
by my Barrow friends, I would pronounce a very differ- 
ent judgment, for the whole family were well informed, 
and of good manners. I need not say they were hos- 
pitable. 

" The next morning early, 1 returned to my duty ; and 
after a fortnights period of weary separation, I started 
again on a Saturday, and pretty early in the afternoon I 
arrived at her temporary home, and feasted on ambrosia 
and nectar, I mean very good potatoes, butter, and milk, in 
company with herself and her friend. Delightful was the 
evening we spent, strolling through the fields, and casting 
a look at intervals across the flat country on the east side 
of the Barrow, studded with iarm-kowaea •, onVJafc^'fe tiyer 
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itself, with its acoompanying canal, on the old town and 
abbey rains at onr feei^ and on the broad back of the White 
Mountain, At night-fiJl I letnmed to my Mends, and 
was cordially welcomed. 

^ Before I retired to bed, I &lt impelled to stroll out to 
indulge those delightful rereries arising from returned 
affiaction. I walked backwards and forwards along the 
lane ; and never before did I enjoy a half-hour of such 
munixed happiness. The moon was shining over the 
White Mountain in an unclouded sky ; the ndge of the 
hill itself was only faintly relieved from the sky, but, 
except the near farm-houses and the elder trees girting the 
bawns^ all between the foreground and the hills was a mass 
of dim vapour. Now if you connect with this quiet scene 
the absence of all but a few congenial sleepy sounds, and 
the happy state of my mind — ^but I won't inflict too many 
of my waking dreams on you. 

'^Next morning I met Eliza and her friend, and we 
heard Mass in the old Abbey church; and I suppose we 
weire the objects of remark for a short distance around us. 
Eliza's bonnet and nbbons contrasted pretty stron^y with 
the caps of the Kilkenny and Carlow ^Is ; and among 
the blue coats of the men, my own browmsh drab looked 
rather singular. We spent three anxiously happy hours 
together after Mass, and then I returned home. Not to 
abuse your patience, I will make short work with the rest 
of my story. I have since paid as many visits as circum- 
stances would permit ; and though we have never made 
much time for speaking of her religions feelings, I have 
been edified by her devotion to her spiritual duties, I 
assure you. As I could not think of settling in the nei^- 

bourhood of , I have procured charge of the school 

of T., and secured a small dwelling-house for the reception 
of my bride when the twelvemon^ expires. 

^ I have never had courage to speak to my father on the 
subject ; and I am sorry to say that I cannot get Theresa 
and my mother to look on the concern with a friendly eye 
at alL They blamed me very much fDr entering on^Vi^ 
they caQ a rash engagement ; but they agce^ >^^ ^\)aX<- 
ever he the conaequences, I caimot do otlier^na^ ^^aaa-'^ai^^ 
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Eliza my wife, provided that there is nothing objectionable 
in her conduct, and that she does not Yoluntarily release 
me from my promise. At times I have misgivings of the 
wisdom of my proceedings, but whatever be the issue I 
will be true to toy dear gir^ who, I am sure, is as good as 
she is amiable; and when we are married, our xnutnal 
love will make amends for all the privations and crosses 
we may meet. Ah ! if you were only to hear her little 
plans about having a stock of poultry, and all her remarks 
about what may be done by saving and management !" 

Brt/an. — You have interested us so much, Ned, by your 
love story that we can do nothing but sympathise with 
you just now ; and if we kept our heads together for a 
twelvemonth, I believe we could not point out any path 
but the one you liave decided on." 

We had strolled along the faintly marked path on the 
meadows that skirt the river, till we had reached the 
bridge of Och-na-Goppal, and then we took the left side 
till we got to the high grassy bank that overhung the deep 
pool with the large stone in the middle, where we all had 
often bathed ; and there we sat till Edward concluded his 
story. 

Ah ! what a luxury it would be to the present chronicler, 
could he lay aside his daily drudgery ; be sure that his 
people would not need his presence for a week ; take one 
or two of them with him ; collect Bryan, Edward, and 
Charley again with a few of their sons ; assemble at the 
same pool once more ; forget Dublin, accounts, income and 
other taxes, and the price of provisions ; take a refreshing 
bath, and then leisurely dress ourselves on the dry grass 
in the warm sunshine, with the grassy terrace of the mill- 
race at our backs ; talk of past days, and enjoy the view 
before us. 

The prospect to be sure is limited. Beyond the river is 
the large sloping field of Glanmuin, with the skirting grove 
separating it from the road; up along the river extends 
the meadow on which we lie, and at its upper end the 
winding water is hidden by the large trees mentioned 
before ; and these are towered over again by the trees near 
the old caatle and the gardeiiv TYie i«^^ y^^^^ti^'^'^^^^^ 
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bhe branches pvodoee londj Tuieties of l^t and colour 
among tbe f<^]age, and on the iM tnmks ; and between 
lihese and the jomg fir-grore on the other nde of the 
dyer, we get gjimpaea of the ha^ porplifh side of Bbck- 
stair& 

O profoond scholar; aearchii^ for the qoadratore of the 
fsiicle or the p erp e tuitj ci motion! O great minister of 
states endeavonring to ad^ost the mwasj 'balance of power !* 
O man of bosinesB^ paiBfally addii^ to jonr gold heap ! 
O artisi or aotfaoi; weamg out your nerroos system with 
inoeaaant exensse, retom to the wisdom of childhood ! 
Lei a fine day and a eovntrrseenegiTepleasnre once more 
to your jaded iacuham; get among childien at times, and 
share in their pnmks; go langb at Bob Aera and his 
va l oio i eovaidiee ; at on KilHney rocks for half a day, 
and gna on the p rospect which has gladdened many a 
heart. Ton say that these things are not feasible, that 
thej are difficult, that yon eould fod no f^easore inthem — 
in fad, that yon would hare nothing to say to them ; well 
then try this other ample ezf^siimenL 

Go down to CoollMnm next sammer, find oot (it will 
be an easy matter) when Father Murphy fired oot bis 
nsefol and editing fife; and on tbe miiih file of his garden 
you will find a de^ and pheasant bathing pool in the Boro, 
There yon may di^nrt in tlK siiltry days of smnmer ; and 
when your tiAhfA ar& laid aade, introdiKe yoor fingers 
nnder stones, and into mkIu in the bank, and if yon do 
not aeeoie a few tioot, toq a» very mdndcy, tb^s alL 
If jaa see mxMy one vmrnLt who wa^ not vmMifx roar 
naked figme an impfr/r^nent to tibe landsc^ie, ^ behind 
a bash or aaDow tR^ uH the intnidv paason* 

If the tempentsK k wA Wf ha^ stnll downwaids 
below the feprd, aad j^m wiC £sad imf^h/sr pool with a 
pleasant southern «if«f:«^ A hi;^ fpuapjr bank oredianzi 
it^ and a steep tezt^-flad hill flKttets Una bink agiin. 
^Edf way np in the WJrf feee u ier^yp«bd *mt a niee grnsr 
core, where y«n uaj de^^^tst toot d^^Ms, and finmi wbSch. 
if yon think tibe t«cJk ismM t^/ hi^li, too caar dfiace&i 
headfomiMrt hsOo ik^ yxJL On tS^ wbr^ \kfs& 
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the intrading parties being able to nndeistand the position 
of affairs at a distance, will not be subject to a sudden sur- 
prise, but will be nicely left to their own discretion and 
sense of propriety. 

Broil any trout or eel you can secure, with plenty of 
butter; drmk goats' milk boiled ; eat an oat-cake once by 
way of variety ; and spend a day or too below the castle, 
on the grassy river bank under the shade of the tall trees. 
Some fine day take the son of the farmer at whose house 
you lodge, and go up by Tomenine and Ballygibbon to the 
ridge of Cooliagh ; trace it along to the defile (Mean a 
ChtUiagh) above Ballybawn ; clunb the ascent to CaMr 
Euadhs Den ; then the higher one of the Blackstairs ; lie 
down on the long dry grass, and let the breeze blow over 
your face. Then, standing on a grey rock, enjoy the wide 
view over the counties of Kilkenny, Carlow, and Wexford. 
If you have time, sit in the shelter of this rock after your 
lunch of flat bread and milk (your guide has brought these 
necessaries in a little basket) ; and pull out C/roAoor^ ofiSh/t 
Billhooky The Collegians, or the Poor Scholar, and re&esli 
mind and body at once. 

Oh, how I envy you, as your eye wanders down the 
woody banks of the IJrrin, by the fine seat of Woodbrook, 
and over the many-tinted leafy surface of Kilaughrin) 
wood, chequered by the broad bands of shadows thrown 
on it by sailing clouds ! 

Evening is coming on. Take up your lodgings for 
the night in Askinvillar, or Woodbrook, or Rathduff, or 
Killane, on the Ross road. Come down next morning 
through the old Palatine village of Killeen, along the little 
brook that joins the Boro above Mr. Graham's milL Go 
to the chapel of Rathnure, or the church of Killane, next 
Sunday ; return thanks for the restoring of a sound mind 
in a sound body ; return to town in two or three weeks ; 
and buy a dozen copies of this book in gratitude for the 
advice therein given. 
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CHAPTER XVn. 

THB HUBLINO MATCH. 

The ordinary dinner hour being arrived, we separated till 
later in the day, when we appointed to meet at €rath-na- 
Coologe, and exhale onr saperabnndant animal spirits in a 
hurling match. 

I often wonder how the comrades of my youth and my- 
self snrviyed the years of boyhood. Mr. Combe would 
recommend a short rest after meals, and a gradual cooling 
out of perspirations ; but, ignorant or r^;ardless of these 
wise and healthful precepts, we swallowed our Sunday 
dinner in haste, and flew rather than ran (hurlys in hand) 
to the field, where, in a state of intense perspiration, and 
after a tenible exercise of two or three hours, we often 
threw ouiselyes supine on the grass, and refreshed ourselyes 
with a vengeance. How we five to sing these practices of 
our youth is a profound mystery to ourselves at this present 
wiituig ; and we are obliged to content ourselves for all ex- 
planation, with an allusion to ''the wind and theshom lamb." 

Entering the scene of the laborious sporty we found a 
debate going on as to whether Eathphelim and its neigh- 
bourhood should contend with Courtnacuddy and its neigh- 
bourhood; but by the advice of the elder folk, whose 
hurling days were at an end, and who feared a clamush con- 
test, this motion was los^ and Bryan Boche and John 
Foley were appointed to form the adverse sides. 

John pitched up his weapon in the air, and Bryan 
adroitly caught it as it came down, and held it out at arm's 
length, grasped at the precise spot which met his palm in 
its descent. John then took hold of it, his hand resting 
immediately on Bryan's, and he, letting go lus hold, fixed 
his grasp immediately above John's. Finally the thumb 
and first finger of the latter coming within one inch of the 
top, Bryan seized the hurly by the small remaining portion, 
and swinging it three times round his head, was adjudged 
the first choice. The ability of every young man on the 
spot being patent, Bryan called to his side his own woik- 
man, Tom Sweetman, whose chance tliua maidkib \£eECL \i&^i- 
tenant/ John selected the next most do\ig)EiVi Oci9»s^<:six« 
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and 80 the scrutiny went on till about five and twenty 
were chosen on each side. Then the two bodies being 
arranged in line, and fronting each other about ten ridgee 
apart, an indifferent spectator, taking the heavy leather- 
covered ball of about three pounds weight, flung it on high 
between the lines, and at once fifty hurlies were brandished, 
and a rush like a bayonet-charge took place towards the 
supposed spot of its meeting the earth. Several blows 
were made as it descended with increasing speed ; but 
Bryan's weapon, wielded by his muscular arms, received it 
on the broad curved end ; and the baU flew back into the 
clouds, and made its next descent at the distance of half 
the field away. 

Ah ! what a charm, stronger than the sweetest Iiish 
melody can throw over me now, had the heavy stunning 
sound of the hurly as it met the ball I On rushed the 
parties like the wind, one to speed it to the goal near the 
fence of the field on that side, the other to arrest its pro- 
gress and send it back. A fleet runner of the adverse party 
getting an advantage of three seconds, inserts the slioval 
end of his implement under the weighty mass, tosses it 
upright in the air, and meeting it with a vigorous sweep, 
he sends it flying back over the heads of the mingled 
forces. Then sets the confused tide backward as fleet as it 
came, with the exception of a few who may be considered 
as the "corps de reserve,'* and whose business it is to guard 
the neighbourhood of the fatal wicket, through which if 
the missive once rushes the day is lost. 

Seldom now can be got an opportunity for a free stroke. 
The whole field seems inextricably interwoven, and short 
strokes and pushes are all that can be made; and they 
charge with their shoulders, each against the nearest 
opponent ; and if it were a match where faction could use 
its will, the smaU ends of the hurlies would strike the 
foeman's ribs. But here nothing of the kind takes place ; 
jostling, as it is called, is used, and falls are given ; and 
occasionally the flat of the crooked blade strikes the leg or 
thigh of the incautious player. No hand is yet allowed to 
seize the ball ; and the perspiring, laughing, shouting, and 
Jabouring masses sway back and iorw«tds, «& '^^t^^ "nsh 



THE HURLING HATCH. 9I 

and retire on a stony beach. Bat lo ! an artist bas by 
sleight and skill freed the imprisoned gk)be, and up once 
more it flies in the free air, and seems to rejoice in its wel- 
come liberation- 
Then arise joyfol shonts, and for a time it is seen de- 
scribing aerial cnryes, or dashing in rapid bonnds across the 
well trampled ridges. Xow and then it comes into unwel- 
come contact with heads reasonably hard, with shoulders, 
cddes^ and l^s ; and if any inactive town dweller asks me 
why some one is not killed or disabled for hfe, Charley most 
fniBisli an answer satisfiictoiy or otherwise; On the ques- 
tion being proposed to him, he observed that citizens, 
having doctors and hospitals to resort to, felt themselves 
privileged to be disabled and very badly off ; but country 
boySy not having these resources, could not afford to lie 
under hurls. 

The tog of strife had held on for about half an hour, 
wlien our captain, who was hovering towards the rear skirts 
of the enemy, seeing the ball flying in the right direction, 
quickened its fla gg in g motion by a skilful blow, and pur- 
sued it at full speed. It was sent back by one of the 
counter-acarp men, but Bryan caught it on his well- 
seasoned blade, and driving it before him again, pursued it 
like the wind. In vain it was stopped, and vainly did the 
foes mah in his way, with legs in firm position, and 
should^B thrown forward. Down they went, men and 
boys, and forward rushed the heavy mass, till the last 
triumphant stroke sent it like a cannon-ball through the 
wicket, and against the soft earth of the fence, and a loud 
shout and waving of hata announced us victors in the tirst 

gamei 

After a short interval the pastime was renewed ; but 
this time succeaa had render«i u« somewhat negligent, 
and the oppoeifce party being led on by their lieutenant, 
Mac Cracken, who was determined not to suffer a shameful 
defeat befOTC the eyea fl€ Theresa, contested the next game 
so vigorously that they won it, to their own great satis- 
faction. 

The theatre ci the fpari was a larg^ ^eVd a\. ^i^>s>sv-Tiar 
Coolpge^agjUiesuijrmaaSoned. A bevy oi womcfu^ax^^^sj^ 
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occupied the portion next the road, as the direction of the 
play was parallel to that side, and they would thus be in a 
great degree out of harm's way. Among them were Mia 
O'Brien, Mrs. Eoche, Theresa, and the sisters of several of 
the playeis. It was not usual to find these women present 
on such occasions ; but we supposed that, fearing some 
exhibition of bad blood might occur, they attended to pre- 
vent mischief 

The married women and the more reserved of the othen 
sat down on the sloping grassy fence of the road ; while 
the younger and more volatile, with as- many of the young 
boys as could obtain the privilege, catching hands and 
forming a ring, watched the wiles and evolutions of two of 
the body (one the pursued and the other the pursuerl as 
they chased each other in and out through the open links 
of the chain. Another group forming a long line, the two 
at one end raising their joined hands, allowed the long 
curving thread to run at full speed through the gigantic 
needle-eye, themselves turning in a whirl out under then 
linked hands to disentangle the twist when all had passed 
through. Now they themselves in turn dashed through the 
goal formed at the otlier end, and in these monotonous 
sports they found the highest enjoyment— youth and 
pent-up animal spirits, now allowed free scope, extracting' 
pleasure out of mere exercise, enhanced by the absence of 
care, a fine evening, and the society of their companion& 

Occasionally, as the ball in its flights might come a little 
nearer than was desirable, there arose a shout of mingled 
laughter and screaming, and a race ensued to the road 
fence; and at critical points of the game there was a 
general suspension of their own quiet sport, and stretching 
of necks to get a better view of the manly strife in their 
neighbourhood, where each had brothers or young neigh- 
bours anxious to display their prowess in the sight of their 
fair well-wishers. 

In the pauses between the games, Bryan, John Foley, 

and our other friends approached the group of women, and 

with flushed and shy faces received some praises of their 

prowess, mingled with reproofs for their heating and tiring 

themselves so excessively. Ma(i CxaftVesi^ «iXi XJiaa «cA^^tivfl 
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lecond game, was not backward in presenting himself for a 
xifle of praise ; indeed, when he considered the quantity 
received was not adequate to his merits, he threw in the 
x>mplenient with his own hands. 

Bat now the signal was given for the third and decisive 
^ame, and each harried to his post, and the strife was re- 
lewed with increased energy. Foley and Mac Cracken on 
ihe one side, Boche, Eedmond, and the rest on the other, 

laving Strang their ener^es to win or But there was 

lo " or ;" win they would. Fast fell the powerful blows ; 
laid were the jostles ; heavy enough some of the £Edls ; 
md to the lookers-on, all was a mass of uproar and move- 
nent^ conjRised and hurried. At last, by a kind of tacit 
K>n8ent, the struggle was left to about eight on each side 
n the centre of the field, except when the ball was driven 
lack by those on the outskirts. Angry feelings seemed 
ifidng fast in the breasts of the opposing chiefs, and women 
md girls approached nearer and nearer, urged by the sym« 
pathy which passion or earnest feeling is ever sure to attract. 
Bveiy eye was fixed on the central space where the strife 
sras fiercest ; and while Bryan and John Foley, with 
^oolder, foot, and hurly, were hotly contending, Theresa, 
wliose eye seldom wandered from her lover for a moment, 
saw wit^ dismay Mac Cracken and a robust ally, whose 
name shall rest untold, rushing &om opposite sides (whether 
accidentally or by concert was never known), upon Bryants 
devoted body. One instant more and they would be in 
the final spring, when, forgetting all but his imminent 
ianger, she attered a wild scream. 

Edward had been so much in the habit of reading at his 
jase, of critical situations where he was aware he could be 
)f no ose, that he had acquired an unready habit in case 
>f real pressing peril, and when presence of mind was 
)ssentiaL So though he saw the danger a moment before 
he cry, and was within a few feet of his friend, his powers 
veie for the moment paralysed. The loved voice never 
leard in that key before, struck on Bryan's ear at the 
Titical instant ; and though bewildered for the moment 
le seconded the timely aid of Redmond, w\iom^tcm^t^\v^^ 
lad guided to the spot Seizing the collai oi Bt^«o^ ^ ^^\^V 
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coat, he gave him a Yiolent chuck backwards, even as the 
fatal rush was taking place, and the charging shoulders of 
the adversaries, disappointed of their butt, dashed against 
each other, and only for a trifling obliquity in the line of 
charge, both might have been disabled for life. As it was, 
they, fell to the ground, and there was little appearance of 
power in either of them to rise for a while. The strife was 
suspended for a few seconds, when John Foley, giving a vigo- 
rous stroke to the ball, dashed after it, to secure the deciding 
game in the interval of the panic. Edward, now angry with 
himseli^ and fully aroused, pursued him, and pressing close, 
he struck the sole of his foot in its rising from the ground, 
with his own toe, and pitched him several ridges forward. 
The ball was recovered, and sent like wild fire in the oppo- 
site direction, and two of the chiefe being low, the victory 
fell with ease into the hands of Bryan and his men. 

Meanwhile, the two disabled players were in anything 
but a comfortable plight. No bones were broken, it is 
true, but each was seized with faintness, and a nausea at 
the stomach, and longed for the time to be laid on thdr 
beds out of the sight of the curious spectators. All resent- 
ment had left the minds of Bryan and his friends at the 
sight of their sallow countenances. Theresa's forces de- 
serted her, when assured of Bryan's fortunate escape, but 
her mother and Mrs. Roche, and another friend or two, 
were at hand to give assistance, and keep off the general 
attention. 

As soon as the game was won, Bryan and his allies 
approached the group, quite prepared to receive their con- 
gratulations ; but they were too much occupied with 
Theresa, who, by a strong effort, was endeavouring to gain 
composure, to give the champions all the praise to which 
they considered they were entitled. Mrs. Roche in parti- 
cular was very much agitated. Her resentment for the 
seeming treachery was extreme ; but she also showed con- 
siderable dissatisfaction with her son for his want of watch- 
fulness. According to her, there was an evident degeneracy 
among the present race of young men. " Ah ! if her brothers 
who perished in * Ninety- eight ' were there, it is not by 
sleight of hand any of them -woxxi^ "Vva^^i^ ^\» ovkt of d 
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pincli !" However, seeing the chagrm felt by Bryan and 
Cliarles at this reception, she became mollified, grasped 
Charley's hand, and hoped that some one belonging to her 
would repay the good deed some day or other. While 
some tn^g diversion was thus made in favour of our 
hero, he contrived to approach Theresa, and uttered — un- 
foTtunately the tone was so low that neither the bystanders 
nor myself were anything the wiser of the exact words, 
bat we could form a very shrewd guess as to their import 
Though it would be out of nature for Theresa to feel any 
but happy emotions at the rescue of her lover, and pleasure 
at the sight of his manly honest face, she mentioned in a 
low tone her wish to avoid any extra attention, and asked, 
'< What wonder could it be that she was frightened at the 
danger of a friend of so long standing; that she was 
merely the first to perceive it^ as she was standing on a 
hillock," etc., etc. 

So Bryan was obliged to content himself with these 
generalities, and besides, all further discourse was impeded 
by the approach of ^Nicholas, leaning on the arm of John 
Foley. When he came near enough, he addressed Mrs. 
Eoche, and hoped that she would bear no grudge for any 
accident happening in the ordinary course of play, and 
while the excitement was strong ; and he begged her to 
believe him that there was no understanding whatever 
between him and his comrade; that each was merely so 
intent on victory, and a wish to give their chief opponent 
a Ml, that they took no notice of each other. " Now, 
dear ladies, I am sufficiently punished by my hurt and 
your displeasure, which I hope will not endure beyond 
sunset. Bemember that all arose from my earnest ambi- 
tion to stand high in your esteem and notice. Mrs. Eoche, 
favour me with your hand in sign of pardon.'* 

Our Irish girls occasionally exhibit an unpleasant phase 
of disposition (whether they are imitated by foreigners 
is worth enquiring). No matter how much pleasure or 
pride any young girl present felt in the prowess of cousin 
or lover, they liowed no symptom of it in the presence of 
their companions; but when the aforesaid ^Qiv>£ti& ^'vssv.^ 
near^ the/ met with notbing but jibea aad "ViOcAKt* '^'k^- 
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haps, after all, this derision was intended to mask feelings 
too cherished and tender to be allowed to appear. 

> ♦ ♦ ♦ < 

CHAPTER XVin. 

TOM QUIGLY. 

To show that we, the personal friends and adherents of 
Bryan, retained no resentment of what might have been 
only an accident in the course of play, Edward, Charley, 
and I returned with the bruised champions towards 
Courtnacuddy, each being supported by two unhurt boys, 
who relieved each other. Bryan had the delight and gloiy 
of conducting the women home in the other direction, and 
of enjoying uninterrupted conversation with Theresa^ as 
Mrs. Boche had secured one or two auditors who had as 
yet not heard the " 1798" exploits more than half a dozen 
of times. 

When we came to what served for shop, school, and ale- 
house at the cross, a motion was made that all should have 
a glass of punch together, to drown any grudge or resent- 
ment that might be lingering about the comers of our 
feelings. The proposition was agreed to with little demur, 
and when Charles, and Edward, and I took the road 
again, we were, as far as a glass of punch to each was con- 
cerned, a little exalted by factitious spirits. " Factitious'' 
is said advisedly, for I am sure that Mr. D.'s punch did 
not solely consist of pure alcohol, sugar, water, and lemon- 
peel. Adieu, Mr. D., school-master, tavern-keeper, master 
of the ceremonies to the village, news-oracle, and model of 
genteel deportment to the entire district. 

As we returned we were joined by Tom Quigly, the 
eccentric huntsman of the castle. A rare fellow was poor 
Tom. He had but one fault, a weakness on the subject of 
strong drink, whether legal whiskey, illegal puttheen, or 
mulled beer. Who was a warmer friend when wanted 
than Tom 1 Who was so ready to fling off his coat and 
dig the grave at a funeral as Tom ] Where could be got 
a better guardian of hound or hunting steed than Tom, or 
who could manage a pack, or conduct a chase of fox better 
than he 1 And still, twice te^u tim^* yj«a \i^ ^isaisaed I 
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from his employ, and yet a score of times did Tom regain 
his saddle. He had been as feir as Moneyhore and the 
whiskey bottle, and hearing some confused account of the 
incident at the hurling match, his wrath exploded against 
every one concerned. " Oh, by the piper," said he, " why 
wasn't I there, and my friend Bryan in such danger ! Ked, 
my boy, I consider you no better than an old hound for 
letting Charley here get in, and pluck him out of the claws 
of his ill-wishers — ay, rascals and turnspits, I say. And, 
Cahir, I have a crow to pluck with you. How dare yon 
interfere and I at hand ? To the ' Old Boy' with all bad 
liquor I say ; and may aU sheebeen keepers that mix blue 
stone and cuxifortis with real wholesome whiskey be most 
exquisitely and genteely excoriated, sewed np in foxes' 
skins, and I after them with the hounds. That reminds 
me of onr gentlemanly landlord. Boys, Mick D. is a real 
gentleman, I uphold ; ifs a pity his poor legs have drunk 
so much bad ale and beer ; and these same legs put me in 
mind of Jack ♦ ♦ ♦ that lives up there near Grange. 
Yeiy fine place. Grange ! lawn and avenue in front, groves 
at each side, mountain at the back. I never got a better 
tumbler of punch in my life than in the same house, Squire 
Richaids' I mean, not the one owned by the man of the 
1^. But this Jack ♦ ♦ ♦ X told you who he was 
befinre, was hurling one Sunday thirty years ago." — '* Steady, 
Tom : are you sure it is thirty 1" ** It was twenty years 
before the rebellion^ and it is about twenty since. Twenty 
£n>m twenty — that wont do : twenty from i8i8 leaves — 
leaves — what does it leave, Harry f' Thus appealed to, I 
set him to rights, and this completed his confusion. 
" 1798, 1798, the very year of the rebellion ! I tell you, 
you little teetotum, it was not the year of the rebellion ; it 
was twenty years before." " WTiat I told you was, that 20 
firom 1 8 18 left 1798 : I said nothing about the rebellion," 
"May the ' rebellion you ; who is talking of the 

rebellion I Any how it can't be ninety-eight years ago, for 
Jack was alive till very late, with his legs like two gate- 
poflta. May be if people got real good houie-bTe;Nc^\^^^T 
and pure whiskej^ and ooxjld foUow t\ie Yioxm*^ ^^^t^ 
aecand dsj, aad if thar wives would give t\ysm. y^ak^s^^^^ 

1 
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might live to ninety-eight years. But not to make a 
short story long — I mean, not to make a long stoiy short : 
— ^thaf 8 not it neither. Ned, what do I mean, do you 
know 1 No matter. Charley you thought yourself Tory 
clever the day the young master left me at the old stables 
to look after the sick mare, and no one in the place but you 
and myself, — myself and you. To be sure I felt very 
lonesome and low-spirited, and I believe, took a drop too 

much, aU the fault of the blue stone and acafortis run 

to Lusk with it ! 

'*So Jack, as I was saying, was at a huriing match 
ninety-eight years ago, I mean twenty years before 1 798 : 
that is — ^bedad, Jack is a great age. If he is still above 
ground, and I ever meet him over a tumbler. Til ask liim 
about it. Harry, you little insinuating son of a gooseqnill, 
if I was within arms'-length of you, Td pull your ears for 
putting me out in my figures, and I the best arithmetician 
in Bowers's school in my youth. Poor Bowers I I think 
he was most superficially jealous of me the last two years, 
and troth he had no reason. So what had my good Mend 
Cahir the impudence to perpetrate, when he sees the 
young master coming across the stream from the new 
stables ] He lifts me up from where I was in a nice sleep 
on the dry litter, taking advantage of my unprotected state, 
like a shabby fellow as he was ; and pitches me like a sack 
— me, the best whip from Blackstairs to Forth mountain, 
pitches me simultiniously into the far manger, and covers 
me with hay. And then, when the young master comes in 
and inquires for * Quigly,' there was I snorting and puffing, 
instead of being on my pins, and giving intrinsic and sig- 
nificatory answers about the poor beast. I heard him, 
while I was half asleep, ask you, you interferential go- 
between, what noise was that at the end of the stable^ and 
didn^t you lay the blame on the restlessness of the dumb 
animals, like a Judas as you were ! I am sure that if the 
same poor beasts had the gift of speaking with ease and 
affluence, they would give you the lie in the young gentle- 
man's presence. However, after all, maybe you thought 
jou were doing the right thing; you are a neighbomr's 
child, and a relation, and lioTg^^^-^oM -, \sv>X.Taa^ \\j^ taaat 
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extrinsically thrashed at the next fair of Enniscorthy, if I 
don't give you such a rib- roasting that your mother wont 
know you, if ever you take such a liberty again with your 
superior in office, ay, and one that might be your father in 
weight, age, and poverty I I am sure we are related. 
Aodh Mhor and Nicholavs Diva, were brothers ; M<mrtheen 
Dhoun, Nicholaus's niece, nephew I mean, was married to 
Mauyaidh Beg ; then Shorn Mohrwaa her first cousin ; but 
how near he was to your grandmother I forget. No 
matter. But, Jack, as I was telling you, only you will be 
facetiously interrupting me every moment^ being at this 
hurling match, ninety-eight — no, twenty — no, a hundred 
and eighteen years since; — confound the Moneyhore 
whiskey I say ! he plotted with another comrade to exqui- 
pulate a man that was courting his sweetheart, extempore. 
So the two rushed on my poor fellow like a pair of rams, 
when he was not expecting them. At the last moment he 
got a sententious glimpse of what they intended, and 
pitched himself back as flat as a fluke on the sod. The 
two rogues hit one another full charge, and Jack's two legs 
serves him for pillars of memorialing remorse from that 

'"J S^S^g of .emorialinng leg. why did you leave Mick, 
the gentleman's, without taking the most punctilious satis- 
faction of that genteel bodagh, Mac Cracken ? Back we'll 
go, and if he does not make the nicest, most sufficient and 
plentitudinous apologies, I'll spoil his beauty for him ; Til 
make a crooked disciple of him ; Fll crack his crown for 
him." 

Poor Tom's fit was now arrived at the decidedly quarrel- 
some stage, and we dreaded a scene ; but as he turned 
round to execute his threat, his attention was taken by a 
gentleman on horseback jogging quietly towards Castleboro 
bridge. "Maybe this is MacCracken," said he, "and we 
will not have far to go." The cavalier now passed us ; and 
Tom gazing after him with a face of drunken gravity, 
asked us if we knew him. " It is Mr. West, the Methodist 
preacher," said Kedmond ; ** he is to stop at Mr. Graham's 
to-night." « West, West," said Tom : " \\iaje ^ tw^dJ^- ^ ^^ 
kill him, and Fll have his clotheB." Tha ^Aa^i ^o \s^O»S&^ 

1* 
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him, that he hurst out into a drunken chuckle ; and the 
preacher not knowing any of us, and heholding our suspi- 
cious gait (Tom's vagaries having communicated a certain 
unsteadiness to our united movements), quickened his 
pace, and was soon at a very respectahle distance before ns. 
The idea of Mac Cracken being now banished by that of 
the preacher, we had no trouble in getting him forward, 
and after striving to seduce Edward and Charles to gratify 
him at a round of the fists, he gradually shded into the 
stupid stage ; and we succeeded in getting him to his own 
house, and surrendering him to the chaige of his legal 
keeper, who appeared to have little welcome for himself or 
his fosterers. 

>♦ 
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tom's brother. 

After getting down to the highroad again, "Here's a pretty 
piece of business on our hands," said Charles. "The 
preacher, who is an Englishman, and knows nothing of us 
nor of Tom, has taken his confounded words in earnest, 
and some mischief will arise. We must go down to Mr. 
Graham's, and have an explanation, or the report will go 
abroad that an English Protestant can't ride along the 
road in our country on a Sunday evening without impe- 
rilling his life,. Bother Tom, and Tom's whiskey, and 
Tom's blue-stone, and Tom's aquafortis !" 

We felt the wisdom of his proposal, and turned over the 
short lane that led to Mr. Graham's dwelling-house and 
mill, so nicely sheltered by the hill and the large trees at 
the back, and having in front the noisy river and the fir- 
grove before-mentioned. 

On entering the large comfortable kitchen, with the 
bacon -flitches in the chimney, and sundry seasoned deli- 
cacies hanging from racks fastened to the ceiling, we found 
Mr. and Mrs. Graham sitting and chatting with some neigh- 
bours, and listening with a very unfrightened expression 
on their faces to the grievance of Mr. West, who was ter- 
ribly put astray by this apparent want of sympathy in his 
^ troubles. 



Toil's BBOTHEa lOI 

'< You seem to think," said he, starting at the sight of 
Edward and Charles, " that I have been dreaming : well, 
here are three of his companions, let them deny it if they 
can/* "Here is a pretty business, Charley," said Mr. 
Graham: "here's bloodshed and batteiy (in prospect) in 
our quiet neighbourhood. What ruffian has threatened 
the life of our respected guest, and how is it that O'Brien 
and yourself are found on a Sunday evening aiding and 
abetting such a criminal) Come, man, make a dean breast ; 
confess, like a bigotted Papist as you are, turn king's 
evidence, denounce the culprit, and receive the fee." "Faith, 
sir," said Redmond, " you can secure the bloody-minded 
plotter with the greatest ease : he is now sleeping off his 
drunken villany in Tom Quigly's bed." 

The smoke-stained ceilmg of the kitchen never before 
nor since, rung with such a roar of laughter as arose at this 
piece of information, and the stranger felt for a moment 
completely bewildered. 

As soon as Mr. Graham could recover his breath, he 
enlightened the victim as to the habits, occupation, and 
character of his dreaded enemy ; and so with some self - 
annoyance at his mistake, and relief from fear, he held out 
his hands to us, and frai]Jdy begged pardon for the unin- 
tentional wrong he had done. " But, my friends," said he, 
" are you not conscious of profaning the Sabbath by those 
public and boisterous pastimes such as I understand you 
indulged in to-day, and in which, as I am informed, a 
couple of you sustained serious injury V 

Mr. Eoche being a chance guest at the mill that even- 
ing, took up the reply. *' I think, sir, though they have 
spent an hour or so in vigorous exercise without evil 
thought, or spiteful injury to their playmates, they may go 
to bed with an unburthened conscience." 

Mr. West, — ^But how are we to keep holy the Sabl>ath 
day, if we do not devote the whole of it to prayer, listening 
to sermons, and communing with God by meditation, 
reading, or edifying discourse % 

Mr, Roche. — It is in the power of saints, wlio«i^ \Yq«»k vww, 
one act of devotion, to keep their minds «K\!dL\i»Kt\j^ ^vccmA 
to tha Lord. J^ven to devout pex80<nBIlot«o^msL0cL\aNV)^\T^^^ 
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Mm, that he burst out into a drunken chuckle ; and the 
preacher not knowing any of us, and beholding our suspi- 
cious gait (Tom's vagaries having communicated a certain 
unsteadiness to our united movements), quickened his 
pace, and was soon at a very respectable distance before us. 
The idea of Mac Cracken being now banished by that of 
the preacher, we had no trouble in getting him forward, 
and after striving to seduce Edward and Charles to gratify 
hiTTi at a round of the fists, he gradually slided into the 
stupid stage ; and we succeeded in getting him to his own 
house, and surrendering him to the change of his legal 
keeper, who appeared to have little welcome for himself or 
his fosterers. 

>♦ 



CHAPTEE XIX. 
tom's bbotheb. 

After getting down to the highroad again, "Here's a pretty 
piece of business on our hands," said Charles. "The 
preacher, who is an Englishman, and knows nothing of us 
nor of Tom, has taken his confounded words in earnest, 
and some mischief will arise. We must go down to Mr. 
Graham's, and have an explanation, or the report will go 
abroad that an English Protestant can't ride along the 
road in our country on a Sunday evening without impe- 
rilling his life,. Bother Tom, and Tom's whiskey, and 
Tom's blue-stone, and Tom's aquafortis !" 

We felt the wisdom of his proposal, and turned over the 
short lane that led to Mr. Graham's dwelling-house and 
mill, so nicely sheltered by the hill and the large trees at 
the back, and having in front the noisy river and the fir- 
grove before-mentioned. 

On entering the large comfortable kitchen, with the 
bacon -flitches in the chimney, and sundry seasoned deli- 
cacies hanging from racks fastened to the ceiling, we found 
Mr. and Mrs. Graham sitting and chatting with some neigh- 
bours, and listening with a very unfrightened expression 
on their faces to the grievance of Mr. West, who was ter- 
ribly put astray by this apparent want of sympathy in his 
troubles. 
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"You seem to think," said he, starting at the sight of 
Edward and Charles, " that I have been dreaming : well, 
here are three of his companions, let them deny it if they 
can.'* "Here is a pretty business, Charley," said Mr. 
Graham : " here's bloodshed and battery (in prospect) in 
our quiet neighbourhood. What ruffian has threatened 
the life of our respected guest, and how is it that O'Brien 
and yourself are found on a Sunday evening aiding and 
abetting such a criminal? Come, man, make a clean breast ; 
confess, like a bigotted Papist as you are, turn king's 
evidence, denounce the culprit, and receive the fee." "Faith, 
sir," said Redmond, " you can secure the bloody-minded 
plotter with the greatest ease : he is now sleeping off his 
drunken villany in Tom Quigly's bed." 

The smoke-stained ceilmg of the kitchen never before 
nor since, rung with such a roar of laughter as arose at this 
piece of information, and the stranger felt for a moment 
completely bewildered. 

As soon as Mr. Graham could recover his breath, he 
enlightened the victim as to the habits, occupation, and 
character of his dreaded enemy ; and so with some self • 
annoyance at his mistake, and relief &om fear, he held out 
his hands to us, and frankly begged pardon for the unin- 
tentional wrong he had done. " But, my friends," said he, 
" are you not conscious of profaning the Sabbath by those 
public and boisterous pastimes such as I understand you 
indulged in to-day, and in which, as I am informed, a 
couple of you sustained serious injury 1" 

Mr. Eoche being a chance guest at the mill that even- 
ing, took up the reply. *' I think, sir, though they have 
spent an hour or so in vigorous exercise without evil 
iiought, or spiteful injury to their playmates, they may go 
to bed with an unburthened conscience." 

Mr, West, — ^But how are we to keep holy the Sabbath 
day, if we do not devote the whole of it to prayer, listening 
to sermons, and communing with God by meditation, 
reading, or edifying discourse % 

Mr, Roche. — It is in the power of saints, whose Uvea ja.\fe 
one act of devotion, to keep their minda ftii<\\ifi«xN;s»'ss^^'^^ 
to the Lord. Even to devout persona iio\> ao TajOLOcLi^No^^^ft^i 
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little refreshment on our road home from the market ; and 
while we were so coorarrmch drinking to one another's 
healths across the tahle, in bowled master Tom. He reeled 
about, and examined everybod/s face, and he says to one 
man, * Sir, do you know that one of your eyes isn't straight V 
and to another, * Will you please tell me what gave that 
twist to your nose V He found fault with Shemvs Gurm 
for having black teeth, and asked Jem the Chw * if it was 
with the poker he washed his face that morning V "When 
he found them all laughing at him instead of getting angry, 
he threw off his coat and rapped the table. ' Is there no 
particularly ugly, insignificant, miserly, little scradeen in 
the room,' says he, * that will turn out like a good fellow, 
and exchange a dozen of blows for the honour of their 
townland V Then he had the impudence to ask me how I 
could disgrace my family by drinking with such a set of 
cowardly skulks ; and if I didn't turn out for the honour 
of the name of Rathphelim, he'd lick me from head to foot.' 
Some one that knew his failing gave him a strong glass, ' to 
study his fist,' as he said, and that set him taU^ing about 
some other thing, till he was overcome with the liquorc 

*' Oh dear, how queer the world is ! Now if the master 
gave him his walking paper once, he gave it to him twenty 
times ; and he never caught me idling at my work, nor 
late in the morning, but twice in my whole life ; and yet, 
I'll engage that he cares more for Tom's little fiiiger than 
my whole soul and body. I don't think a party of visitors 
ever goes with him through the grounds but he tells them 
of these two mischances, and sets them laughing like mad ; 
and I'm sure I can't see anything at all to be laughed at 
about them. 

Mr. West. — It is strange that if you are as punctual as 
you say, he treats you with less kindness than your 
brother, who, it appears, gives him so much trouble. 

Jem. — Sir, he's not less kind to me than to Tom, but 
he's more kind to Tom than to me. 

Mr. West, — A distinction without a difference, Mr. 

Quigly. 

Jem. — Well, now, I think that a gentleman of your 
JeamiDg, and travels, and expeii«ii(ift tx^^X. ^^^ ^ d^er- 
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ence. As I don't know logic or elocution, Til mention 
what happened to Pat Behan when he was driving the 
plough one day. I suppose you don't know Pat, or Jem 
the smith, his father. Til never forget the answer Pat 
made me tiie day that Solomon D. was hanged ahove there 
in Ballindonny for the murder of Mr. Frizelle. I saw Pat 
skelping along without a cap or a hat on his sun-burnt 
hair. * What's the hurry, Pat V says I. * I'm going to see 
the execution,' says he. * And what good mil fliat do 
you V says L * My father gave me leave to go,' says he, 
*to take a patthem.^ *In throth, then,' says I, *ifs a 
purty patthem you'll see ; but wilful will have his way.' 
However, this is not what I was going to tell you. Pat 
was driving the plough on the Fremisee above Courtna- 
cuddy for Marianne Howlin. If s poor land enough the 
same premisee ; and the wind and the rain were coming 
all day, fall pelt down from Blackstairs. When the 
horses were going one way, they had the storm on their 
left sides ; and as Pat was obliged to be on that side, too, 
he got the benefit of the wet on his left side, and the maa 
on that leg was soon like brown paper soaked. When they 
were coming back, he was sheltered by the horses, and so 
when evening came, and Pat was standing before the fire 
while Marianne was hurrying the supper, he looked down, 
and there was his left-leg maa below his ankles, and the 
other cocked out as it always was, at his gam. * Oh !' says 
he, in a fright, * I tell God's truth (that, sir, is a cant with 
the Courtnacuddy children), one of my maas is longer, 
nor the other ; but I'll soon remedy that,' says he, and 
he got Mrs. Howlin's scissors, and cut off the left leg even 
with the right. He tossed off his clothes as soon as he 
could, and left them near the fire to dry ; but I'm sure 
you'd pity him next morning, when he drew on the 
leathern crackers again, and found the fresh-cut bottom, 
straight round the middle of his thigh. * Oh, vuya, vuya,' 
says he, ' one of my maas is not longer nor the other now, 
but one is shorter nor the other.' Now, sir, I think you'll 
agree that I was not much astray in my observation. 

Mr. West. — ^The victory is yours, I ackno^Y^^^j,^ \ ^'e^- 
haps you would take the trouble of gwia^ \xa >Saa ^^ssM^r 
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culars of the two mischances ; you do tell a story so re- 
markably welL 

Jem, — ^Thank yon, sir : all the neighbours does be mak- 
ing the same remark. I was in Iniscotfy, you see, on 
Sraft Tuesday, and hecdse we could eat no meat again till 
Easter, I brought home a fine piece of fat bacon about 
four pounds weight. Well, sir, Molly boiled it to a turn 
with the best greens we could pick up in the garden, and 
down we 90t about hafe-past six o'clock in the spring 
evening, to our potatoes, and greens, and bacon. ' Now 
Molly,' says I, ' dont be in a hurry ; eat slow, and keep 
your appetite as long as you can, or we'll never be able to 
get thro' the half of this good dinner.' * I will, Jem,' 
says she. So we tackled to, and talked away, and ate as 
slow as we could ; but at the end of half an hour we 
could not get down a bit more, if we were to be made 
lords and ladies for it ; and there was still left near two 
pounds of bacon and some greens. ' WeU, now, Molly,' 
says I, ' this is too bad ; see what a loss there will be, 
and not a single poor body near at hand to finish it ! 
What's to be done 1 ' * I suppose,' says she, * we must 
give it to the cat.' * Well,' says myseli^ * the caih \b a 
good cath, but the mate is too good to be wasted on her.' 
' What would you think,' says I again, * of putting it in 
the chimhley till Easter ! ' * Ah ! dickens a one could eat 
it then,' says she, * besides, I don't think it would keep.' 

* Let us give it to one of Ned Hanton's children then.' 

* Bah ! ' says Molly, * it's little thanks we'd get for our 
generosity : they'd know we could not use it ourselves,' 

* Still,' says I, * something must be done : it would he 
a tundherin pity to have the bacon lost. I know what 
rU do. I'll walk out on the Enniscorthy road as far as the 
slate quarry, and maybe, by the time I get back, I'll re- 
cover my appetite.' * Do so, Jem,' says she. So I set 
out in the clear cold night, and began to think that great 
lords and ladies are not at all as well off as poor people 
thinks, with so much fine meat and drink wasted about 
them, and they having no wish for them ; for I felt very 
chuf and uncomfortable, and was glad that I could not be 

in the same way again for six. we^'ka scaSi m^cstfe ^ come. 
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^* I bethought myself, at the same time, of so many 
couples that neglects to be married the whole year round 
till Sraft Tuesday ; and then comes all in a heap on the 
poor priest, and he wont often have the last couple finished 
till midnight. Dear me, how little wit there is among 
people I and to think of the poor bride and bridegroom 
beginning a fast the day after the wedding, and sticlung to 
it for seven long weeks ! ' Dickens pity 'em,' say I : 
< couldn't they get married at Christmas or Easter, or any 
other tide but Shrovetide ? 

Mr, West. — But why need they fest at all 1 We are not 
commanded in the New Testament to fBmi at particular 
seasons. 

Mr, Roche — ^I think, sir, you and Jem would soon slide 
into an endless discussion, if you entered on that particular 
point. If the Church has authority in matters of faith 
and practice, the bride and bridegroom must make up 
their minds to submit to the mortification, as they did not 
select their time with judgment I'll engage, Jem did 
not delay till Shrovetide to put the ring on Molly's 
finger. 

Jem, — ^You are not so innocent as a body would think, 
Mr. Eoche. When I was young I had no more forethought 
than another neighbour's child. We'll say no more about 
it. When I came back we managed to demolish, between 
Molly and myself, about half what was left. Well, we 
felt ourselves then fairly beat, but still I would not give 
np without another struggle for it. So I went out again, 
and came down to the limekiln, there above, near the 
Cross. The night was cold, as I said before, and the half 
moon shining over the White Mountain, but I did not 
feel a bit chilly, and I was obliged to open my waistcoat, 
I felt so uncomfortable. I could hardly tell which was 
strongest^ the steam from the kiln, or the steam from my 
breast 'Well, Mr. James Quigly,' says I to myself, 
' this is the last time you'll buy more bacon for Shrove 
Tuesday than Molly and yourself can make use of, without 
making Dick Shones Phoors of yourselves.' I came ha.ck 
after a-while, and we made the rest oi t\ift "Vi^jcoii \q^ 
foolish \)e£or0 we'd done with it. SomeVio^ ot Qf(>ag:t ^<ft. 



I08 THE BANES OF THE BOBO. 

did not sleep easy after this /o^-meal ; but we got into a 
heavy sound towards morning, when we ought to be think- 
ing about getting up. 

** To make a long story short, I was late at my work, 
and very much out of sorts ; and who should I meet, and 
I going up through the fir-grove beyond the bridge, but the 
Master himself? Now see how things goes on in this 
world. Sleeveen, Murtheen, and Shan Fadh were late 
hundreds of times that they were not caught ; and the only 
two times in my life that I happened to be late, I was pin- 
ned by the Master. ' Well, Coigly,' says he, opening his 
eyes, ' is the world at an end 1 Were you at a dance last 
night, or is Mrs. Coigly in an interesting situation 1 Come, 
unburthen your mind.' * Faith, sir,' says I, * Molly is too 
old now for a situation of any kind ; and as to burthens, 
it's not my mind that's burthened any way, — and so I told 
my story. He strove to listen for a while, but I was not 
quite at the end, when he burst out a<laughing, set spuis 
to his pony, and left me there. 

Mr. West. — ^Do you not think, Mr. Quigly, that what you 
did was a greater slq than eating a part of your bacon on 
Ash Wednesday in a temperate and thankful spirit 1 Or 
do you suppose that your abstinence for the whole Lent 
was sufficient to obtain pardon for that act of gluttony ] 

Jem. — Indeed, sir, I am sure that eating a single bit of 
it on Ash Wednesday would be a great sin for me, as it 
would be going against my conscience. The other thing I 
know was sinful also, and I hope I have repented of it, 
and that there is no great likelihood of my doing so again. 
So one sin wouldn't be better than the other, but one 
would be worse than the other, as Pat Behan said. 

Mr, West. — How is it that you were late the next occa- 
sion ] Was a pig in the way the second time ? 

Jem, — No, sir. I got enough of pig that once. The 
other time was in the depth of last winter, and Molly was 
just after buying a fine pair of blankets in Enniscorthy. 
We felt so comfortable after we lay down, that we didn't 
go to sleep for ever so long, the feel of the soft fleecy wool 
was so warm and pleasant. When we woke in the moin- 
ing, and saw the dull look oi \*\i^ ^V^, «jA\is«s^S5aAT!rind 
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[listling down the chimney, be the laws, we could not 
id in our hearts to badge. 

" At last I got in a firight, for I bethought of the bacon ; 
it it was too late. I met himself and the pony, as sure 
fate, in the same spot again. ' Was the bacon good this 
ne, Coigly V says he. * Oh, to Halifax with it,' says I : 
nil your Honor never be tired roasting myself and the 
me unlucky bacon ? But if you feel any way chiU this 
Id weather, let Molly buy such another pair of blankets 
r you as she brought home to ourselves yesterday ; and 
11 engage yott won't be in a hurry to get up early for a 
onth to come.' * I'U make a bargain with you, Coigly,' 
ys he. * If I find you another morning late for the next 
irelve months, you will give a half crown to the dispen- 
xy : and if I cannot find you at fault for the same time, 
will give you a guinea to buy bacon, or blankets, or a 
3W gown for Molly, or whatever you wilL' 

" We are now within a quarter of a year of the time, 
ad I hope to get my guinea. And that reminds me of 
)ing to bed early, for fear I'd oversleep myself, and I'd 
3 caught then as sure as a gun. Good night, madam ; 
)od night, gentlemen ; good night, neighbours : be the 
'emOy I did not spend an evening these seven years in 
ich pleasant company. Won't Tom be Itide of himseK to- 
lorrow when he finds he insulted so nice a gentleman I" 
nd Jem departed, talking to the people withm as long as 
B thought they could distinguish what he said, and ti^en 
taking some wise remarks for his own edification. 

To Mr. West's relief, for he began to feel some interior 
x)uble about misspending the evening, we all shortly after- 
ards separated, some of us weary enough after the fatigue 
f the day, and eager for rest and sleep : and for two miles 
Dund Gath-na-Coologe there was an abundance of sore 
nd weary limbs at the levees of next morning. 

> » ♦ ♦ < 

CHAPTEE XX, 

THE HARVEST HOME. 

t7 due time after that memorable Sunday lecoTd^, ItVt. 
7att Green© was enabled to keep up the pioixn&Q m^^^^ H^ 
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US in bis wheat field. The field stacks, made np from the 
stocks, were taken down one by one, brought home on cars, 
and sMKully made up into those large "haggard-stacks" — 
models for form, for economy in packing the greatest 
possible number of sheaves into a limited space, and for 
caution against interior invasion by wet. Mrs. Greene, and 
her daughters, and her servant-maids, and a few helpers, 
had been engaged from breakfast time in getting the 
mighty dinner ready — kitchen and parlour fires, and one 
or two in an outhouse, being fully occupied. The bam 
had been cleared out the day before, and in the comae of 
the present morning was made as spruce as besoms and 
brushes could make it, and enlivened by two rows of tables, 
covered with clean table cloths, and famished with dishes 
and well-arranged rows of plates, knives, forks, &c. Seve- 
ral fine bimches of fuU-eared wheat were suspended horn 
the '^ collar-beams,'' chairs were settled at the ends of the 
tables, and the sides famished with forms and stools, and 
those who were only used to see the place in its litter of 
straw, grain, and sheaves, were delighted with its now 
neat and orderly appearance. 

Our festival took place when the gloomy weather of 
October was approaching. The invited were informed that 
dinner would be ready soon after two o'clock — a sufficiently 
late hour for working men accustomed to noontide for their 
principal meal. Some minutes before the hour specified, 
groups of labourers and small landholders were seen ap 
preaching ; and on the lawn, and in the big yard, and even 
in the haggard, collections of threes, and fours, and fives, 
might be seen in Sunday dress, liigh stiff shirt-collaiB, 
weU-greased shoes, clean grey stockings, and brushed hats, 
striving to look unconcerned, but £dl the while uncom- 
fortable in their best clothes, and somewhat disturbed by 
unwonted idleness at an ordinary hour of labour. Mr. 
Dick Greene and his two fine young sons, Brian Eoche, 
Charley Redmond, and Edward O'Brien, with some other 
farmer-folk of the better class, were in attendance as honor- 
ary guests, and these moving from one group to another, 
kept up their spirits near to the healthy spot, till the laip 
dishes of potatoes, and meat, and. Ci?DoVi«jgb vi^-tft «yKtL igoor- 
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ing out of the back door, and crossing the yard to the 
bam. Then was heard the clang of the bell from its little 
campanile over the stable, and the junior members of the 
family, our dear old friends under Mr. O'Neill, Charlotte 
and Martha, and Eebecca and Bichard, to whom this was 
a genuine gala day, and who had been playing tricks on 
every one in their exuberance of spirits from an early hour, 
now acted as whippers-in, collecting and hurrying this or 
that shy person from lawn and haggard, and all the out- 
lying purlieus, till the chairs and forms were filled, and 
mighty slices of bacon or roast beef reposing on beds of 
white cabbage, began to be distributed by our " big far- 
mer," and Mr. Samuel his son, and the young men abeady 
named. 

The mistress of the mansion had no great trouble with 
the solid portion of the entertainment once the seats were 
taken. The good cup-potatoes, in ordinary cases forming 
a wedge whose broad back rested on the table, were here 
supplied in large dishes. The quantity of these, and of 
the sides of bacon, and rounds and ribs of beef first laid 
down needed no renewal Instead of the ordinary noggin 
of milk which each guest was in the habit of seeing at his 
right hand, he found a jug or big mug full of good home- 
brewed beer, such as a Dublin epicure could not obtain in 
his habitat at any price. No need of waiters hurrying to 
and fix) to attend to the wants of the guests. Every carver 
generally supplied to his own clients as much meat and 
cabbage at once as he could consume ; the potatoes were 
there in abundance, and black-jacks stood at intervals to 
supply the mugs or jugs with the appetizing draught. 

The good-natured frolicsome children desired no better 
fun than running with these jacks when they began to get 
low to the beer barrel at the end of the buildmg, filling 
and carrying them to their stations, generally pulling the 
ear of the person to whom they handed the vessel, if they 
found the eyes of father or brother turned away, and 
indulging in hearty outbursts of childish merriment-— 
the sweetest sounds in creation. The son of the house 
and the other carvers, seated at the ends and. «id^^ 0.1 "Osi!^ 
tables^ kept a sharp eye on their neighbouia, \iO ^<i^ \JsMew\. 



\ 



112 THB BANKS OF THB BORO. 

they were duly honouring their meat and drink ; and if 
they saw any one failing to make progress, sonietiines 
threatening to report them to the Master, who occupied 
himself in moving from post to post, and attending to the 
general comfort of the convivial gathering. The general 
satisfaction of the company was not without its drawbacks. 
There were many seated there who could artistically 
handle spade, shovel, or flail, but to whom the manipu* 
lation of kmfe and fork was an uncomfortable business. 
Cutting and conveying meat to the mouth was endurable 
in its way, but to use two unfamiliar engines for removing 
the skin from the potato, an operation so easily and 
naturally performed by the nails of the first and second 
fingers — this was the one bitter drop in the chalice of 
delight. Oft times would the practitioner, poising in air 
the knife with which he intended to do the deed, extend 
his fingers, and scientiflcaUy peel the wholesome root, 
the point of the weapon threatening his left eye the whila 
There was, without doubt, some awkwardness in indivi- 
duals of our happy party, but no vulgarity in its xepukiYe 
sense. There were present persons of at least five castes, 
from the mere labourer to him who, if his lands were fi»e- 
hold, instead of being rented, would be considered a gentle- 
man of consideration. Some were in a little awe of those 
above them, others wished to preserve the esteem of those 
below them, and the result, as it regarded the conversation 
and demeanour of the assembly, was agreeable. There 
was, indeed, some oppressive assumption exhibited by the 
son of one of the small farmers of the neighbourhood, now 
a clerk in a " haberdashery emporium,*' as he was pleased 
to call it, in New Ross, but it did not effect much mischief. 
He was certainly very tiresome, with his consequential 
parties in the town, and what Mr. Tottenham, and Mr. 
FrizeUe of Old Eoss, and Mr. Lambert of Camagh, said to 
him, and what he said to them, and, " 'pon his honour, he 
found in the wide circle of acquaintance that he made in 
Ross from all parts of the country, that Protestant land- 
lords were much better liked by their Catholic tenante 
than the landlords of their own sort ; that it would be all 
yery well if such a day as tliey 'weie e^Ti^oY^^^ wi\i\.^>MMji5en 
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once in a month or so, but, 'pon his honour, he was a&aid 
he could not take to country life again, with his shoes 
heavy with the wet day of the fields, and he having to 
work in the heat, and the cold, and the rain, and eat 
potatoes twenty-one times a week for novelty, and not see 
a cup of tea oftener than Sunday evenings, and a tumbler 
of punch hardly once a month ; nor hear a song sung by 
note, nor enjoy the delightfid music of a |»ania," etc, etc, 
etc. The subject matter of this was bad enough, but he 
made it worse. He had an impediment in his speech, 
aggravated by affectation, which resulted in half his words 
being most disagreeably lengthened by the syllable ot re- 
peated four or five times. He evidently considered this a 
beauty in delivery, or, as he would phrase it^ delivering his 
sentiments in a ^ slap-up style." 

A neighbour of the shopman's father^ well aware of the 
poor style of living in which he was brought up^ gave him 
a bit of his mind as soon as he could find an opening : 
'* Ah .' then, Mr. Casey — ^I suppose I must say Mister now, 
though I was often obleeged to say, ' Shamus, you thie^ 
will you let my s^ples alone !' — Mr. James, did you ever 
hear of Tom Lamb's son^ of Boss-street (Bossdroit) when he 
came home from Lunnon, where he went wonst with Mr. 
Hinson % He was sitiiin' one side of the fire, and his father 
the other, and they wom't sayin' anything for a while, till 
the cat came up, and sot on the harth, and looked up in 
his face. * Ah^ then, ould gentleman,' says he, * what do 
you call this long-tailed beggar? 'Jade,' says the old 
man, ' maybe thafU lam you,' giving him a welt across the 
shoulders with a good black-thorn kippeen he had in his 
hand, that made him jump, I give you my word. * Pnr- 
shuin', says he, ' to all consated scoggins, tnat if they only 
lived in Inniscorfy hafe a year, wouldn't know themselves 
at the end of it.' " The buck was a little taken aback 
when he heard bursts of laughter rising round him on 
every side ; but it is likely he had recoverod his self-com- 
placency before he reached the Maudlin next day, on his 
return to his tapes and bobbins. 

Meanwhile Mrs. G. had some of the Xk^v^lc^ocraLtit 'mNVN'f. 
and dAughteTB at diimeT within the dwe\^a-\iQ^«^^ viWxv\ 
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it may be supposed they spent their hour op two as com- 
fortably as their husbands and brothers did abroad. The 
Vanithee herself visited the banquet-hall at the moment 
when she understood that the *' noble rage of thirst and 
hunger had ceased;'' and after kindly addressing a few 
words to her guests, invited them to take their hats, and 
enjoy a little fresh air, while her helpers would be clearing 
the room, and making it fit for them to take a glass of punch 
in comfort by-and-by. She went up to where blind 
Neddy Martin, our fiddler, was sitting, and cordially shook 
hands with him, and hoped he would not over-fatigae him- 
self when the dancing began. 

So they all turned out, and broke into different groups. 
Some went into the orchard, to spy if any misguided apples 
had stayed so long on their stems ; some walked down the 
road, and others enjoyed a promenade on the delightful 
lawn sloping to the river; not a few inspected the 
economy of the stables, and cow-houses, and haggards, and 
wondered if the mice and rats would succeed, ajRer climb- 
ing the straight posts of the stack-frames, in crawling along 
on the under side of the slates with their heads downwards, 
and so get to the ledge, and up among the com. If they 
did not take some useful hints home with them, it was not 
to be imputed to their entertainer, who, as industrious and 
skilful and frugal as he was hospitable, managed his 
farm capitally, taking his day and his locality into account. 

By the time of their return, which was regulated 
by another touch of the bell, it was night-fall, and the 
bam was found lighted up for a dance, in the style later to 
be described, several large punch -jugs, full of the steaming 
liquid, on the tables, and tumblers, small jugs, and large 
mugs, where lately the table groaned under the weight of 
solid food. The master took the head of one table, and his 
son, and Roche, and Redmond, and O'Brien, disposed them- 
selves as before. Mr. G., filling his tumbler, stood up, and 
made a very short speech, thanking the company for the 
friendly aid they had given him on former occasions, and 
expressing the pleasure he felt in seeing them enjoying 
themselves before him. So he drank their healths. " Long 
and happy might they live, and oiXien m^^ ha have the 
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pleasure of enjoying their company again." So he took 
a good pnll at his tumbler, and several were jumping up to 
return the compliment, but Eedmond made a sign to them 
to sit still while he acted as their spokesman. So he 
arose, and, in the name of the company, thanked their 
hospitable entertainer, paid some complimentary remarks 
to himself and family, and enlarged a little on the friendly 
terms on which they and their neighbours of a different 
form of faith lived. Finally he called on all to rise, and 
drink the health of Mrs. G. and the young ladies, and their 
host and his son then present. 

This toast received all the honours ; and then the chair- 
man returned thanks on the part of his wife and daughters, 
and proposed the healths of the Castleboro family, which 
was drujak uproariously, Bryan Roche taking occasion to 
say that he would have great pleasure in tellmg the young 
Master next day how the good wishes to himself and 
family were received. So it went on, the jugs being reple- 
nished again from supplies sent from the kitchen, and 
borne by some of the fat and fair domestic Hebes and their 
young male fdends. 

The company now discoursed of the election of young 
Mr. Carew and Mr. Caesar Colclough to represent the 
county in parliament ; the loyalty of the old gentleman to 
his country before and after the Union; the murder of 
Mr. Frizelle, in Ballindonny on the side of Cooliagh ; the 
wet season ; the great floods in the Boro ; the great burst- 
ing out in the mountain about seven years since, when such 
a flood as was never before heard of, rushed down, and 
swept haycocks and everything before it ; the comet, and 
the great snow about the same time, etc., etc. 

It was not the intention either of the host or his guests 
to turn an entertainment into a debauch. So when Bryan 
observed some signs of glazed eyes, and the telling of stupid 
stories across the tables, he asked permission to request the 
presence of the women and girls from the house, that they 
might have a few songs before the dancing commenced, 
and in the meantime punch-jugs, and mugs, and all might 
be cleared away. 

So the vessels were removed into the '^\Ar "Viovsa^r ^^ 
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tables rubbed, and the girLs and women eame in, and loom 
was made for them by the sides of finends and near lela- 
tives, and the ladies a£ the house came and occupied seats 
near the master. The bustle having a litUe calmed down, 
a general call was made on Mr. CBrien £or a song. He 
<<made no more work about it** than to ask whattbey 
wished for^ and when the choice was left to himself he 
said he would give them one of those English ballads ^aJt 
he never saw in print, but that had been naturalized h^e 
a long time. It was strange that they should still be re- 
membered. So out he sang in a manly mellow voioe :— • 
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'* There ww » rich noUe of late we do heir, 
And he had one daughter was comely and fair; 
A great many suitors admired his fair diild ; 
But by none of these suitors her heart was beguiled. 

" Her father he died when she came of age ; 
To visit her workmen she rode in her chaise ; 
A handsome yoimg fanner she there did espy. 
And with rapture upon him she soon cast an eye. 

** He whistled so loud that the valleys did ring. 
And his cheeks were like roses that bloom in the spring ; 
His features were comely, his hair a dark brown — 
She never saw finer in country or town. 

** Home to her castle this lady she goes, 
She dressed her fair person in officer^s clothes. 
With her sword by;her side she went to the grove. 
And the ploughman was pressed by the Captain of Love. 

** To the farmer so frightened the lady she said, 
' Come, come, jolly ploughman, ana join the parade, 
m leave you no longer to plough and to sow. 
But abroad for a soldier wil^ me you must go. 

** ' You are handsome and proper and fitted to shine, 
With laced hat and feather, and scarlet so fine ; 
Abroad you will go, and your captain I'll be. 
And a lady will court you of noble degree.' 

<< In a room in her castle her love she confined, 
But she soon changed her clothes and she told him her mind. 
In his arms he embraced her, and solemnly swore 
That the Captain oi liove he wo\M crqet vAnce. 
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'* To the eharch went tins coof^ the Yery next daj. 
And tiiere thej weie nuttried^widioaft mote delaj. 
flow hapi^s the ploaghnum, how atteted m he. 
From a ftanofo^B estate a licli noble to be f 

After some comments on the song, which seemed to in- 
terest the yonng people mightily, Edward called on a 
young damsel, who^ after a iBtle pressing; tamed her £ice 
towards a dark coiner, and b^an a genuine Wexford lay. 
We can afford room to the first yerse only ; it was nsoally 
known by the name of the '^ Banks of the Unin," by John 
Eogers. 

** One evening bj Uxrin'f cay maigin, 

lliroagh the woodhaii£ tor pleaeme I itiajed ; 
Hie evening being cafan and deUgfatfa], 

The tnes m gvoGU veidnre anajed ; 
llie waibbn haanonioiiify aingnig 

While the echoes leeponahnely toned ; 
13iroi]gh the foliage the Uoe bok weie yhiginfr 

Whfle natme so beanteooalj Uoomed.^ 

Of course a lovely maid was found lepodiiig by the 
margin, and all the powers of nature and art inToked to 
sing her charms. Charley, being invited by the fail min- 
strel, gave them 

** THB BAnST OntLB* LAMIR lOB JOHnrT. 

'* Oh who will plough the field, at who will sell the com ? 
Or who will wash the sheep, an' have *em nioely shorn T 
The stack that's in the hamard, nnthrashed it may lemain 
Since Johnny went »-thnShin* the dirty Sing & Spain. 

' ' The girls from the hammoffc in soirow may eetne^ 

And the piper and his bdlows mav go home and Uow the fire ; 
For Johimy, lovely Johnny, is sauin' o'er the main. 
Along with other jxxlAnardU, to ^^ the King & Spain. 
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The boys wiU sorely miss him idien Moneyfaore eomes round, 
And grieve that their bould c^itain is nowhefe to be found ; 
The pedera must stand idle agunst their wfll md grain. 
For the valiant boy who gave them woik now peels the KiriK *> 
Spain. 

At wakes or hnrling-matches yoor Bka well never see 

Till you come back again to us, asthore, gr»-g^ma^^Cfft(t\ 

And wont you thronnoe the buckeens that tbowt ^ua lora^ ^Ss^\\\% 

Bekas9 oar eyas am not m blaok tm thofte you^ xdm^ V& V<v«^ 
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'* If cruel fate will not peimit our Johnny to return, 
Hifl heavy loss we Bantry girls will never cease to mourn ; 
We'll resign ourselves to our sad lot, and die in grief and pain, 
Since Johnny died for Ireland's pride in the foreign land o' 
Spain." 

It came next to the turn of our old acquaintance Joanna 
Lacy to entertain the company, which, jrfter a little press- 
ing, she did mth the pastoral of the " Valley Below," with 
the omission of which our readers will be more than 
satisfied. 

After one or two ineffectual demands by the fair and fat 
songstress, she appealed to Charley to relieve her, which 
he did without inflicting any excuses on the company. 

He explained to his hearers how Mr. O'Neill and Mr. 
Wisemao, the well-known teachers, once contended to see 
who would hold out longest in alternate verse, singing 
the praises of a free-trader in beer, whiskey, and tobacco— 
a certain sheebeen-house keeper, Daniel Brann by name ; 
and then proceeded to relate the poetic strife. Of the 
hundred quatrains to which the original lay extended, he 
gave twelve, but on the present occasion half that quan- 
tity will suffice of this — 

"battle op the b.vbds. 

** Two schoolmasters, no poetasters, 
Met upon a certain day, 
Kesolved to rhyme just against time, 
Their wit and learning to display. 

" Says Neil to Wyse, ' You are no prize, 
Unless you clearly show you can 
Hold out with me, till all may see 
Who'll longest sing of Daniel Brann.' 

" Says Wyse, * You'll see that I shall be 
Y our maeter during time's long span. 
For learning bright will keep me right 
Before the sight of Daniel Brann.' 

** * Now Wiseman, pass the sparkling glass. 
And be an ass — short as you can : 
The neighbours know, both high and low, 
You're not my match in Daniel Brann.' " 

And so the poetic contest held on, all bristling with 
personalities and compliments xe^^^L \>%.^'^«x^^ \i3aft ^ro- 
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posed touchstone of their wits being completely ignored. 
Mr. O'Neil thought fit at last to revert to it after receiving 
rather a sore hit or two : — 

" * Daniel Brann's a gay old man ; 

His praises in my verse must shine. 
He sells good drink, and pays no rent. 
And o'er his door he keeps no sign.' " 

But here Mr. Wiseman's patience failing, he ended 
the contest with one sweeping stroke of his two-handed 
sword : — 

" ' Mr. O'Neil, if you don't fail, 

I will go bail that Tm Hheplan. 
If you proceed, I will indeed 

Sing for a week of Daniel Brann.' " 

Brian Eoche being appealed to, gave, in strong but 
pleasing voice, a lamentation of the class to which belongs 
Bums's lament for his Poor MaUey, The Irish bard either 
was not capable o^ or cared nothing for, "raising the 
waters." ^ere is another version of the diige which we 
have been unable to recover. 

**THK WroOW'S PIQ. 

** It iB not Morgan Battler, 

Nor neither is it Qarrcum Bvi, 
The Koyal Blackburd, Tristram Shandy, 

Nor that new thing called Langolee ; 
The sweet Ceamn Dhtt, the Bonnet Blue, 

The Colleen Bua, and Irish Jig, 
Must aU be mute without disput^ 

Nor dare confate the Widow's Pig. 

'* She was beauty without paint, 

She was nate-made, both round and tight ; 
Her colours they were various — 

Of large spots both black and white ; 
With a circle round her neck, 

Tow'rds which the hdU tiiey did incline ;— 
Dame Nature did endeavour 

To frame her the best of swine. 

'* As she roved out one morning. 
Her royal helpmate for to meet, 
The cabin curs pursued her, 
And overtook her in the. stroet* 
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Her 6Mfi they tore in ribbonB* 
Her hasDB they fleeced with tooifa and Daily 

And in the gore they left her 
All from her snout unto her ta3. 

'* I placed her on the hearthstone, 

A sod beneath her head I laid. 
In hopes she would come to her80l^ 

And keep the cabin o'er our head ; 
At last her eyes she opened. 

Saying, ' Mistress dear, will you sit M^ 
111 make you the executor 

To my last testament and wilL 

** * My curse light on you, Tiger f 

And may the halter be your due t 
Bad win' to them that reared you, 

Or any of your murd*ring crew I 
My bristles give the ffracj/f 

For him to iaend the naybomn* brogues. 
And make a halter of my skin 

To gibbet aU sheep-tteaUng roguetf. 

*< * "iAjcrubeens win be just the thing 

To hold the tkoth^ at the wakes. 
And turn all that's left of me 

To puddings and the best pork-steaks/ 
She turned her face imto the wall, 

And passed away without a groan. 
Good neighbours idl come round me, 

And sing with me her ullaghone !" 

The last melody we shall quote is of English origin. It 
was sung by a servant of the " big house," a well-looking, 
ignorant, but susceptible damsel, to whom a few loving 
words said to her in private by Paddy Meyler made up 
the summum bonum of existence, but who would scratch 
at Paddy's face, or, if at table, throw a potato at him, if he 
attempted to address a word of pleasantry to her. Her 
voice was marvellously sweet, but she made only poor 
sense of parts of the ballad, which must here be called — 

*^ THE IHDIFimEirT DAMSEL. 

** * Come sit you down, my darling,' he said. 
Upon this meadow so green. 
For I think it is seven long years and more 
Since together you wudlv^'^^'WaiC 



THE HABYBST HOKE. 121 

* I'll not Bit down wHh yon^' she Hud, 

Now, nor at any other tune. 
For you've given the rose to strange young gurk. 

And left me the rue and thyme. 

" < m not believe what an old man lays. 

For Ins days they are not long, 
And in not believe what a young man says. 

For he's sworn to many a one. 
He's sworn to many a one, my dear. 

And many a false story he'U tell ; 
But when he has gained a young maid's heart, 

It's to you, pretty girls, farewell. 

'** T stands for Thomas, as I suppose, 

And I for my love John ; 
W it stands for Sweet William, 

But Johnny is a truer one. 
And I will chmb a higher tree. 

And rob a richer nest, 
And come down again without a fall, 

And wed the man I love best.' " 

It may be ill-naturedly remarked that the subject-matter 
of this ballad is obscure ; that there is a want of some con- 
necting stuff evident between the last two verses ; further- 
more, that the various pieces do not possess merit sufficient 
to entitle them to preservation. But let our caviller re- 
mark that these identical pieces are selected as they were 
in reality popular at the time and in the place where the 
action of our sketch occurred. We will not defend the 
taste of the company. A number of people disposed to 
be entertained merely required that the singer, male or 
female, should have a sweet voice, and that the air should 
be good. These conditions granted, they resigned them- 
selves to enjoyment, and forgot to criticize. 

So calls were made and attended to, and many bits of 
good, bad, and indifferent composition chanted ; but when 
a desire of change of entertainment began to manifest itself 
among the more youthful portion of the assembly, the 
tables were transferred to the yard, Neddy tuned his fiddle, 
and Mr. and Mrs. G. commenced the dance with a minuet. 
After the young ladies had favoured Boche and O'Brion. 
with their hands in a reel, they letixed «ioTi*^ "w\50tL *C^^ 
seniors; andjiga, leek, and country-daaeeA c\^\Ol<^xl^'*^ 
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spirits of the party under the supervision of our friends, 
and the sons of Mr. Dick and Mr. Watt. The weariness 
and ill-effects of a too-prolonged festival were not experi- 
enced, for all had quitted the premises by twelve o'clock. 
Thus ended, and thus will end, many a scene of harmless 
social enjoyment, and H. W., as he concludes the account, 
finds his heart sink, reflecting on the departure or separa- 
tion of so many friends so full of life and spirits on that 
evening. 
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As I was not pTeaent at some cf i^ TTirirM^rtK btj* ^iq. 
ferences presenUj to be related, the Tsx±n •:£ iLa ^r^se 
and circmnstantial chionicle maj peii&sps be Itoc^i in 
question ; l>iit tlie simple fact of mx "Uaj^Tng ^m the per- 
sons interested, the yarions occmrenoes axtd tlie beads of 
the conversations, will naturally pat these objections to 
rest^ and iniiise a Uvelj and yigoroos belief into my leaders 
— ^maj their same be " legion !" And now, with a most 
determined resolution to avoid useless and long-winded 
fireside conferences, and conduct my audience, if I can, 
through the cunningly involved mazes of as intricate a plot 
as was ever imagined by the ingenious and good-natunul 
G. P. R. James himself I invoke the kind spirit of iho 
inimitable Migael de Cervantes, and rush into the tangltid 
maze. "Viva St. lago, and charge, Spain T 

The mornings were banning to have a damp ftttii txhAii 
them ; the leaves on the trees had turned yellow, an<l n^l, 
and brown, and were strewing the roads in and aUmi tlii? 
demesne • and the winds had a mournful tifmnd hh lJii»;y 
whistled throtigli the thinly-eovewd branchft« of tli<i Ui'^i. 
trees ; and the dry seed-pods of the a»h mst^lt ii'iMnuii 
music, as they datteied a^^unst each othtjr ojr fell ^^ Hai, 
hard road. The aatrdoof oocowition« U^gwx Uj }>c: <;,,„ 
ducted in a slecpy 0*3^; ihawbjx^ floumh^ wiibiji il^ 
)ams: and ^Si^hs^^ ^ l^*ti««:"^-lfw pi^ui^j^iv., 

ion with l.0«*wjfito^l«« lad^ W lu^v^^^ , ^^ 
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and strong punchy after disposing of some good loads of 
corn. 

Mr. Mck was the entertainer, as the reader may suppose ; 
and our thrifty old gentleman, feeling the withered folds 
of his heart softening and expanding under the influence 
of the punch, could not dispense with the ceremony of 
shaking his son-in-law elect by the hand every five minutes, 
and expressing the pleasure he felt in the hope of shortly 
reckoning him in the number of his family. 

" Yes, Mr. Mac Cracken, you must become a gentleman- 
farmer, equal to Dick or Watt Greene ; and Theresa will 
feel in time that she has been very fortunate in gaining 
your preference. Til lay down a hundred and fifty pounds 
on the nail the day you put the ring on her finger^ and I 
don't care how soon you can bring her round, the way Til 
be out of trouble watching her from that big boy of a 
neighbour: I wish he'd look for a wife where he'd be more 
welcome ! 

"Still I've nothing to say again him, but that hoTl 
never be a penny before a little sciUlogtie of a &rmer, nor 
be made right-hand man at the castle, nor make himself 
useful at elections, nor any where else. He'll never be 
anything better than a big schoolboy, nor be able to count 
fifty pounds of his own money together any day of his 
life. And there is another provoking thing, the attach- 
ment that medhereen of an Edward and himself have for 
one another. Oh, dear ! what a plague that boy is to me ! 
If any thing, no matter how profitable, has to be done in 
proper time and place, the idea of it becomes quite dis- 
agreeable to him ; and hell put it off from d^ to day till 
it is too late to do it at all ; but if the most difficult or dis- 
agreeable thing jumps with his own humour, oh, won't he 
pursue it through fire and snow ! To Halifax with all 
story-books and novels ! No one ever taught the young 
brat his letters, nor a spelling lesson when he was a child ; 
and before he was three years old he could read, from, only 
looking over Mr. Bowers s shoulders from a chair behind 
him, when the little things of the school were saying their 
lessons. Poor Bowers had his school at the time within a 
£eld of OUT place, andaILt\iem\.m^Qva\i^»A^^a;s"5^not 



BACK LAHE. I25 

keep the young thief out of t^ sehooL With all this 
quickness, he never wrote a line fit for a Chiistian to read, 
but there was not a story-book within four miles of him 
that he did not borrow, and precions reading some of them 
1008, Now the great mischief of all this kmd of study is, 
that it gives young fellows lonesome habiU^ and makes 
them shy, and puts notions of love into their heads too 
soon ; and the jGrst smooth-^Eice that smiles on them becomes 
a goddess in their eyes, and precious worthless ikt little 
goddesses some of them turns out in the end. 

'' All at once they settle on Miss Smooth&ce to be the 
ditto of the sentimental lady they were last reading about, 
and it is a mercy if they are not hooked into a mazdage 
with some low creature or other, without fortune, or edu- 
cation, or handineaa. So, after a year or two of married 
life, they find themselves tied down to poverty and labour, 
and the delights they expected to enjoy in mutual love all 
gone with last yeaz^s snow ; and they get disheartened and 
fretful, and lose the httle courage they had, and beeome a 
burthen to every one that cares about them. K I had my 
will of one of these confounded novel-writen that bring a 
scape-grace of a young man and a silly sentimental damsel 
through fire and watei; to join thdr useless hand% and 
then teU their foolish readers that the rest of their united 
days went by in happiness — ^if I could work my will on 
him, I say, Td make him go and lodge with them the 
seventh year of their marnage, and witness the sorrows of 
the poor misguided woman, e^ving to nurse her sickly 
infant, get the meals at proper times, teach and manage 
her other ragged, txoubl^me children, mend their clothes, 
and settle their disputes, toil for their support, and be 
perhaps badly clothed and slatternly herself and feel luit 
constitution failing every day. My vagabone of a novel- 
writer should witness all this for a twelvemonth, and help 
her partner in his troubles and toils, if he happens to be a 
good husband and fiither, or take the trouble of reforming 
him if he has turned out a scamp. 

Nicholas. — ^Ah, that won't be the way with your well- 
informed, intellectual daughter and m^^cell \ «xcl tlv^ 
making her out a goddess or a novel \iffiCQiixy&)'W\*\ ^tax^N* 
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help saying that she combines in her lovely person all the 
charms of mind and body that are calculated to ensnre 
matrimonial felicity ; and it will be my supreme and self- 
allotted task, to make her future life one long happy day. 
But though I would gladly make her the absolute mistress 
and lady of myself and my terrestrial possessions seven 
times repeatec^ even though her temporal property con- 
sisted of the garments on her beauteous person, still, Mr. 
0*Brien, your liberal proposal is not unwelcome. I feel 
that my superior knowledge of agriculture cannot be de- 
veloped on my present holding : therefore I contemplate 
the acquisition of the adjoining one, which shortly fells out 
of lease ; and this sum, with my own reserve, will make 
things smooth. But, my dear father, for such you are in 
the veritable signification of the phrase, what if the young 
lady's heart is fixed on that flat, mindless, unpolished pet 
of Edward's ? Force will not do, and if her mind's re- 
solved, what are the means to . use ? As yet I have seen 
no responsive symptom of that affection by which my 
corporeal system is permeated. 

Mr. O'Brien. — I am not able to tell whether her feelings 
for Eoche are friendly esteem or strong affection. They 
were together from the time they were children, and were 
always like brother and sister ; and young people in these 
circumstances don't often fall in love. Tliis I do know ; 
that if she has fixed her affection on him, she would not 
listen to the offers of a king's son. A few of these story- 
books have passed through her hands, and the slightest 
sign of his thoughts straying to any one from her, or of 
him keeping company with any one, good or bad, in woman's 
shape, will be a deadly offence in her eyes. She is so 
proud on some points, and has got such high-flown notions 
of constancy, that if once she is roused to anger by any 
thing she sees improper or inconstant in Bryan, she will 
give him up if her heart was to break, or her whole after- 
life be made miserable by it. We may succeed sooner than 
we think, by watching our opportunity, and striking while 
the iron is hot." 

During the latter part of this speech the door opened, 
ond gave access to Sleeveen, wko "^bA ^ok^ ths car and 
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brought it to the door in expectation of his chief being 
nearly ready for a homeward start. Mr. O'Brien did not 
stop his harangue for his retainer's presence, but filling out 
a glass of punch, and pushing it across the table, made a 
sign to him to be seated. 

It may not be amiss to observe, that though Mr. O'Brien 
was not entirely unconscious of Sleeveen's bad qualities, 
the cunning feUow had so well studied his master's weak 
points, and practised flattery so skilfully, and fell in so 
well with Ids notions on domestic economy, and his am- 
bitious views, that in spite of the general dislike felt for 
Ms utter selfishness and laziness by the rest of the family, 
he kept possession of the old man's ear, aud used his 
influence for Httle that was good or generous. 

" I beg pardon, gentlemen," said he, after a pause of a 
few seconds, " for making an observation. I'm sure you 
"both will excuse it, as you know my great wish to see our 
handsome young mistress standing before the priest with 
your own self, Mr. Mac Cracken ; and, indeed, I would not 
once wish it, if I knew any other gentleman-farmer in the 
seven townlands that was more worthy of the same young 
lady than yourself. Now, gentlemen, I need not tell you 
I'm a poor man, and would wish to have a little something 
I could call my own for the few years I have to live ; and 
Tm as sure as the hearth-money that if I show myself 
eager to bring this match about, and to break squares 
between Miss Theresa and young Koche, I'll fetch down the 
wrath of every one of the two families upon myseK ; and 
you, master, ^nll not be able to defend me firom the whole 
force when put together. Don't let it into your heads 
that they don't care for one another ; Koche would thrust 
his right arm into the fire if he thought it would give her 
pleasure ; and if she does not regard him more than one 
neighbour's child need regard another, I don't know how 
to make use of my eyes or my ears, that's alL" 

Nick. — ^This is a terrible long-winded speech, Sleeveen ; 
cut it short if you can, and let us know your object in 
making it. 

Sleeveen, — Mr. Mac Cracken, I have two objects in view ; 
one is a little security for my old age \ the oftiei \a '^wa 
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marriage with Miss Theresa. Let you and my master 
make the first certain, and I'll be warrant for the other 
myself. 

Mr, (yBrien^^-^And pray, Sleeveen, what is the exact 
amount of the property we are to settle on you, and how 
can you bruig about what you say 9 

JSleeveen. — Before I came in here just now, I was listen- 
ing to the discourse of two people ; and I have only to rdate 
that same conversation to make Miss O'Brien hate and 
scorn her true lover as she thinks him ; and yon must 
be a poorer hand than I take you for, Mr. Mac, if between 
your skill in courting, her parent's wishes, and her own 
anger, she don't become Mrs. Mac Cracken before next 
sr^. 

Mr. O'Brien. — I am afraid, Sleeveen, that this weak 
punch has got into your head ; but if you are not dream- 
ing, I promise you on my own part an acre of land rent 
free during your life, if you bring about this marriage, as 
you say you can; and I think I may engage for Mr. 
Mac Cracken that he will put a few guineas into youi 
hand the day Theresa becomes his wife. 

Nick. — Most cheerfully I subscribe to that engagement. 
Ten guineas are yours on that day, as sure as if you had 
them in your pocket this minute. 

Sleeveen. — Well, gentlemen, nothing can be fairer ; and 
as I must be content to be marked out for a black sheep 
in this business, you wont object, I suppose, to give me 
your promises under your hands. You can order in a sheet 
of paper, and a few scratches of a pen will do it." 

Both men were somewhat elevated with the whiskey 
punch and the pleasant prospects held out by Sleeveen ; 
and after sounding him once or twice on the solidity of 
his grounds, and the substance of the conversation he had 
overheard, they gave him the written promise required 
The object was so desirable that both forgot to demand of 
their precious ally whether the means he proposed to 
use were strictly honest or honourable. If Mr. Mac 
Cracken was cool in the head, or had time enough for am- 
sideration, he would not by any means have sanctioned 
anj thing that would no\» sc^jolsx^ m\.\i tha ^ntlemanly 
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demeanour for wluch it was Ms life-long ambition to obtain 
a marked character. We will not enter farther into the 
particulars of the conspiracy. At a certain stage of the 
evening's relaxation when the hilarity was at the point 
from which the transition to the maadlin state begins to 
be felt, Mr. O'Brien started np and proposed an instant 
departure, as he recollected that the Boches and a neigh- 
bour or two were expected to spend the evening at his 
place ; and it would not do at all to give the enemy too 
much advantaga 

'' I hear that boy is in expectation of getting an enlarge- 
ment of his farm, and that he is only waiting for it to 
make a regular proposal, but, naboMuhj we will find our- 
selves in the wrong box, maybe, before that comes about. 
Let us be on the move. K we can't hinder people we 
don't care for from taking np room at our hearths, we'll 
manage to let them do as little mischief there as we can. 
Eh^ Sleeveen ; and maybe put a little spoke in their wheel, 
my boy. Sleeveen, they have no great love for you at 
home ; but you are attached to your old master, you rogue, 
you are ; and, Sleeveen, when we bring about what we 
know, I'll — ^I'll— never mind what Til do for you." 
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CHAPTER XXn. 

THB DANCB-SCHOOL. 

Going before the worthy trio, we find most of our friends 
seated round Mrs. O'Brien's table, as happy as love and 
friendship can make them ; and Pat Xeil and Shan Burke 
enjoying leisure without dignity at the kitchen fire. 
Edward has got a half holiday, and will return to his 
duty to-morrow, and Bryan, seeing no envious nor hostile 
face about him, is in bliss, and Theresa's mind being also 
unruffled, she can heartUy enjoy his unlucky exploits. 

There is nothing like sensible conversation going on at 
the table. It is a babel of pressing, joking, laughing, and 
occasionally reproving when a youngster abuses his privi- 
leges ; and at last tibere is somethmg Vike a Vs^. ^r^. 
O'Brien cannot for love or money induce aw^ oii!& \i^ ^/ 
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molish any more hot cake and tea ; and as Neddy Martin, 
the blind fiddler of BaUynocrish, has accidentally paid the 
house a visit, and is never without his fiddle, the table is 
removed, and a dance commences, in which Mrs. Eoche^ 
Bryan, Edward, Theresa, little Pat and Peggy, Tom Sweet- 
man, and Johanna bear their parts. If we were to relate 
all the incidents connected with dancing that took place 
during the twelvemonth which our story occupies, this 
little work would be swelled out of all proportion, and the 
interest of the story be interfered with, therefore we shall 
condense and collect all our reminiscences of the fascinat- 
ing exercise into this point of the story, and be then more 
at leisure to carry fright and sorrow into the hearts of oui 
gentle readers by defiling Sleeveen's dire machinations, 
and the woes they brought to the hearts of those estimable 
friends of our youth, in whose well-being we hope our 
audience has begun to take some interest 

Sunday afternoon was no period of rest to the poor priest 
who had the spiritual good of his people at heart The 
fiddler wanted a couple of shillings, the sheebeen ownei 
wanted to get off his doctored beer and whiskey, and the 
low murmur went through the country in the end of the 
week that a dance would be held unknotunst to his Reverence 
in the bam or the paddock of the "Cat and Bagpipes" 
next Sunday evening ; and if the priest could be kept in 
ignorance, the dance would be held, and the only aged 
people present would be a foul old reprobate or two, one 
of whom would be sufiicient to infect the imaginations of 
all the youth of the country-side. We well recollect an 
old bald-headed rascal of the type. The very well-con- 
ducted young men and women would stay away, and few 
be present but boys and girls who had laboured hard 
during the week, and had no choice between going to sleep 
and a little excitement. They were there under a sense 
of committing sin, merely by being present ; and reckless- 
ness, and the influence of loose and evil discourse and 
liquor had their usual effect. It was Donnybrook Fair on 
a small scale ; and a boy taking to drink and a girl losing 
character continued to stamp these Sunday gatherings with 
a mark of infamy. 
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Sometimes the dance would be held at a cross-road, 
without the aid of beer or whiskey, generally on the border 
of a parish ; and if the priest was seen approaching flight 
would be taken into the neighbouring one, where they 
knew he claimed no junsdiction. On one occasion a cun- 
ning artist haying collected his victims on the Bridge of 
Eallymackesy, the extreme point of two parishes, and thu£ 
affording fEunUiy for flight into one or the othei; as might 
be desirable, the priests of both parishes approached tLt 
position at l^e same moment. 

Flight was, of course, resorted to, but the blind fiddler 
and his instrument were captured, and one of the clergy- 
men, who had several times been foiled by the unscrupu- 
lous man of catgut^ being very much irritated, did what he 
regretted a minute later — ^broke the fiddle. ''Oh, sir,' 
said the poor fellow, ^you've now put me from earning a 
mouthful of bread, and me blind ; sad sure I don't belong 
to your congregation at all — Fm a Protestant," ''littk 
credit you are to your congregation, and great harm to 
mine. But promise me yo^ not come into my parish 
again to play on Sundays, and FU get yoa a better fiddlfr 
than that" The promise was mada Father F gave 
him a couple of shillings for present need, and grA mm 
Perry of Kilkenny, a special good instrument, to coni^fie 
the victim, who kept his word, and caused no more scanrUI 
in that pansh or its boundaries on Sundays. 

Very, determined was the character of the face^ ^t 
against the sheebeen-house ezerciBes by the Bomar; 
Catholic clergymen and heads of families. Xot that the;/ 
were intolerant of relaxation on the part of the Ijoyn and 
girls, or supposed any evil inherent in the caperiuj^ of the 
young fellows' legs more or less vehement, or thesnufliin;: 
of the young girls' pumps, half concealed by th^r ]//rjg 
petticoats ; but opportunities were hereby given ff/r walk- 
ing and talking with undesirable sweethearts, or sitting 
behind the assembly in unedifying proximity. It w/>nld 1^; 
hard to light upon a youthful gathering without flndifi^^ a 
few disreputable individuals, whose s^^dMy w<f\vVV wA. 
more prudently be avoided. 

A Bunday-dance would be occasumaWy \ie\<\, (n\ ^ ^tV)MA\ 
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beside the ThvJtber Gal, or Thubher Dherg, near the village, 
or in the grassy circle of the old rath ; and these were 
'comparatively harmless. But the sheebeen owner would 
have his barn-floor or his paddock also at the disposal of 
the pleasure-hunters, and thereby get rid of his adulterated 
beer and whiskey; and however indulgent the pnesta 
might be to a meeting between " neighbours' children" in 
the big kitchen or bam of a farmer on a Sunday evening, 
with the heads of the family looking on, or occasionally 
lending their own old feet to the increase of the hilarity, 
they never would tolerate the proceedings of the scheming 
bomfaces. If they came, either by ch^ce or design, on 
one of these ale-house gatherings, and a general dispersion 
did not ensue on their appearance, their riding-whips soon 
produced a dispersion. 

To many a happy and careless son and daughter of the 
country, dancing came as easy as reading and writing 
to those primitive folks that lived in the reign of good 
King Dogberry ; but teachers of deportment, steps, and 
figures, were not wanting to the dull and consequential 
portion of society. Four of these abide in our recollection 
as ruling in the barony of Bantry and the Duffrey from 
1810 to 1820; but some of them had flourished long 
before, for they were lantern-jawed, bald-headed veterans 
at that period. Mr. Cheevers was a tall, athletic man, 
but Mr. Tench much excelled him in grand words and 
" gentility,'' though smaller in size, and not so springly in 
action. Tench had seen foreign parts, for a visit to Dublin 
was noted among the fasti of his career ; he had, besides, 
a happy way of putting down derogatory observations 
directed at him. Having on one occasion dipped rather 
deeply into the punch-jug, and continuing to pour out 
eloquence not very intelligible or interesting to his company, 
one of them plucked up courage to say, " Mr. Tench, you 
are a great talker." " No, sir,'' said the offended professor; 
" I am not a talker — I'm a speecher." 

It was once our good fortune to partake of tea and hot- 
cake at the same table with a professor that might have 
been own-brother to Mr. Tench, and if he derived any 
benefit from that social mfiai \\. "v^^a «i\. ^"x^ssaKstisnary 
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fact. To show his superiority to the rough male sex that 
surrounded the table, he scarcely did a thing during the 
whole time of breakfast but press the mistress of the house 
to this or that portion of the edibles. " She wasn't eating 
anything — would she allow him to help her to this nice 
crispy bit of hot- cake ? She was taking no tea at all — 
would she have another spoonful of sugar? Might he 
have the pleasure of helping her to a little more of that 
delicious French cream (whiskey) ? Maybe her cheer was 
a leetle too near the fire. He hadn't seen so nice a diaper 
pattern on any teeblecloth for a month of Sundays. He 
was sure she took only two cups — ^would he have the plea- 
sure of lifting the kittle for her % She hardly ate a smite 
of breakfast/' etc., etc., etc., and so on, till the poor woman 
could not decide whether she should laugh or cry, so vigor- 
ously did he urge her to " make no strange" in her own 
house. 

The teacher of dancing, when about to commence a 
quarter's campaign, serenaded, in company with his violinist, 
a district of eight or ten square miles, and summoned the 
boys and girls of a townland to meet at some central farm- 
stead, cheered their spirits with sopie gratuitous jigs and 
reels, and while their minds were gay, made out Hs list 
for the ensuing quarter of nine nights, each pupil to pay 
" a thirteen" to himseK and a tester (sixpence halfpenny) 
to the fiddler. A compass of four or five townslands thus 
completely filled the list of his disposable week nights, 
allowing Saturday for rest. 

At last, the evening big with the expectations of many 
arrived ; supper was disposed of at an early hour, and the 
bam was tidied up. If there were any sheaves left, they 
composed a compact shcua in the end, and the long ladder, 
strewn with straw, and resting on stones, or other supports, 
lay along the wall for the accommodation of the young women 
when not employed on the floor. There was a seat for the 
fiddler, and perhaps a couple of chairs for the farmer and 
his wife, or any other honoured character, at the end of 
the large apartment opposite the shass, and some candles 
in sconces fastened to the walls, at fitting inten^^ ^^ 
light on the business of the evening. 
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The young women on arriving, if familiar with the 
family, first made a visit to the big kitchen, paid their 
respects to the vanithee and her old man, had a few words 
with the young people, and deposited bonnet and shawl, 
or cloak, as it might be, on settle or dresser-seat, or perhaps 
the bed of the daughter of the house, and after some mu- 
tual inspection, and touches at each other^s hair, and ad- 
justing the combs at the back of the head, entered the 
barn in procession. If Mr. Tench had arrived, each, lady 
made the best curtsy in her possession to that model of 
deportment, and then repaired to the long seat described. 
The master was most careful to return each lady's salute, 
feet in first position, cap pressed to waistcoat, and body 
bent. The cap was fashioned of skin of some kind, of a 
shining greyish colour, tinged with brown, and had a peak. 
So I remember it. As to the rest, Mr. Tench sported a 
tight knee-breeches, white stockings, turn-pumps, and a 
swallow-tail coat. The fiddler, Shamus Bowes, was lame 
of one leg, weak in an arm, and the forefinger of the poor 
man's left hand was mutilated by an accident fipom a reap- 
ing hook, and thus disfigured, it frequently embarrassed 
the fingering. 

The young men, as they entered, saluted the master, 
with hats off, but, except while each was receiving the 
lesson, he remained covered or uncovered as he pleased. 
If he laid his hat aside, he might have some difficulty in 
lighting on it again, so many changes occurred during the 
evening. 

At first there was great staidness of behaviour, even on 
the part of those who were known as bucks, or regular 
frequenters of ale-houses and tents of fairs. The young 
girls were particularly silent and attentive to all Mr. 
Tench's motions and little speeches, as they sat with their 
silk or cotton handkerchiefs modestly covering neck and 
bosom, and their braided hair turned up at the back of the 
head, and kept in its place by the genuine or mock tortoise- 
shell comb. Some of the better-looking of the rustic 
beauties, favoured by this classic style of wearing the hair, 
had something of the air of Calypso, or Penelope, or An- 
(Jromache, or other Heathen \ad^ ot ^o^^^«&^ qa we find 
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them in picture and statue. It may be a prejudice of early 
impressions that we still prefer the bodkin or the comb to 
the chenille net. Irish women ought to sympathise with 
us in this respect. The lady who traversed Munster un- 
molested in tjie days of Sang Brian, was habited as Andro- 
meda before her exposure on the rock. 

Before the commencement of the lessons the professor 
would occasionally make a little speech — he was partial to 
the sound of his own voice on such occasions — and it 
generally took some such form as the following : — " !Now, 
leedies and gentlemen, I expect the greatest attention to 
these lessons, which, I must tell you, you are fortunate in 
getting. I suppose you all admired, more than once, how 
gracefully the gentlemen of Castleboro' and Mr. Blacker 
walk and bow, and how they do be at their ease, while the 
likes of you would not know which leg to stand on, or how 
to keep your hands easy when they are speaking to yous. 
Well, whafs the reason 1 They were learned to mind 
their positions, and hold themselves in genteel attitudes, 
and dance when they were young. And see the way the 
world goes. A gandher of a city professor will get his 
guinea, where I, that might learn them conceited sco^ins 
both steps and deportment, is hard set to make a thirteen. 
Mr. Breen, if you can't keep your hands out of your 
breeches-pocket, saving the leedies' presence, we must get 
a pair of bags made for them." (General titter and laugh- 
ter.) '^ So, as I was animadverting, pay attention to these 
nine lessons, and you will be inculcated to stand before 
Mr. Carew or Mr. Blacker, or any mister, or lord, or juke 
of the land, with aise, air, and modesty, and needn't be 
scratching your head, nor shuffling your feet, nor keep 
fiddling with your fingers. And when we have the May- 
boys, or the Rinha Fadha^ or the harvest home at the 
castle, and when the young Masther pays Miss Mary Cur- 
ran there, or Miss Peggy Neil, or any other of the leedies 
present, the honour of being her partner in ' Tatther Jack 
Walsh,' or the * Humours of BaUycamey,' or any of the 
honourable leedies, his sisters, does Mr. Brian Koche or Mr. 
Mack Fitcharris (c for z) the felicity of touching hia io\i^ 
paw with her alky fingers, you won't ieftl ba *^ l^i nts^'^ 
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to drop asunder, or sink a mile or two down tbrongli the 
flags. No ; pay the most ptu^edticms attention to my in- 
struction, and you will feel as easy and contemplatious 
when you're running country dances, or going through 
petticoatees and coatylongs with the Quality, as if it was &e 
next neighbour's child you had for your partner. Kow, 
Miss Oonah Quigly, will you please to stand up there 
fomenst me till we begin to get through our evening's 
work. You have only one night or so in the week, and 
ifs only a relaxation and holiday's amusement to you, 
while Fm five nights working away, and talking, and put- 
ting stupid legs through their facings, and all for thirteen 
pence a quarter. The other day I was passing Tottenham 
Green — ^yous all heard of * Tottenham in his boots ' — and 
the squire was at the gate, ruralising with Mr. Lee, of Eose- 
garland, and he stopped myseK to have a noration with 
me for a long half hour ; and when I was walking away, 
after saluting the gentlemen in my highest style—* There, 
Lee,' says he ; — wasn't it odd that he only called Tiitti short 
by his name, while he addressed me in full length by the 
appellation of Mister Tench ? *Lee,' says he, ' if s seldom 
we perceive merit appreciated. There ought to be a statute 
of brazen ;' brazen, I think, is what he said. I know it 
wasn't brass — * a brazen statute,' says he, ' raised to that 
genteel man in the Maudlin of Ross, or the BuU-Ring of 
Wexford, or the Market House of Enniscorthy.' Any 
how, self-praise is no commendation. Miss Oonah, please 
stand diagonally in that comer, with expanded breast. 
You may let your purty left arm lie this way across 
your handkerchief, and your right palm cover the back of 
your left hand. Now look at me, and never mind whether 
the fongs of your pumps be loose or not. First position. 
Stand with your feet at an angle of eighty or ninety de- 
grees." Oonah's eyes opened wide at this. " Never mind ; 
fluxions isn't learned in country schools for a good reason 
the masters have. This is what I want " — action suited 
to the word. Oonah essayed the pose, but persisted in 
keeping her head bent, in order to judge of her success. 
" Heads up, and as you were, Miss Oonah. That will do. 
Be as much at your aise as i£ -you-^etfeVio^Kai^^t, the hens 
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and turkey-cocks meandering on the dunghill at home. 
Position No, 2. Throw out right foot^ point toe, right 
heel to middle of left foot — so. Ah, your right foot is 
next the door." " Master, I put the same foot as yourself." 
" Miss Oonah, the next time you look at your comely face 
in the glass, iiie right eye in the mirror will be opposite 
the left one in your head. Thigin Thu (do you under- 
stand) ]" Every one laughed except Oonah*s sweetheart 
and brother. 

The standing positions being got through well or ill, Mr. 
Tench next proceeded to instruct his pupil in the moving 
ones. Oonah holding herself in the second position, he 
pronounced in a loud, abrupt fashion, *' Puzze,^' (Poussez ?) 
and thereupon, commencing with the right foot, she 
marched two steps in that direction. On his pronouncing 
" Puzzet " (Poussette), she brought her feet into the position 
for a curtchy^ and made it accordingly. " Lepuzzet " (Re- 
poussette ?) was the next order, on which she made one 
step backwards in the direction of her original position, 
and repeated the courtesy, and so the mere standing and 
walking operations were over. 

All this was very plain sailing indeed, compared with 
the acquisition of the steps, of which there were about six 
or seven varieties, including cover the buckle, heel and toe, 
the side step, the pushing step, upset and curl (spring and 
flourish), in one, the mastery consisted in standing on the 
toes, and bringing alternately the sole of one foot over the 
instep of the other in the quickest possible time. In 
another the fronts of the insteps were rapidly brought into 
contact with the backs of the legs. In the ordinary for- 
ward movement the front soles at a greater or less angle 
with each other, vigorously passed over the ground, the 
right coming immediately after and under the left one for 
some distance, and then taking the lead, and the peculiar 
twist of the body undergoing a change at the same time. 

The favourite " step " in hornpipes consisted of a vigorous 
high shove of the foot in the air, a heavy slap on the floor, 
foUowed by three insignificant double beats, and then the 
passing over the duty to the other foot. T\i«iL \JcL<i ^-v^^^ 
steps similar to the ciiass^es in quadxiliea "mxjksX. Tia\»\i^ i^"^- 
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gotten, in. which, while the feet shuffled to the right, the 
body swayed to the left. The forward step and the sets 
to partners in modem quadrilles were not known in their 
present slow style, nor would they have been practicable 
in the rapid movements of our rustic performers. 

Girls and boys learned the same steps, the only diffisieDce 
in practice consisting of the shorter and less lof^ chaiactei 
of the steps when practised by the women-kind. The sole 
of the girl's slipper was never removed beyond three inches 
from the floor, while her partner, by way of variety, would 
give an occasional kick as high as his shoulder. 

Shamus's repertory embraced in perfection only two 
tunes of rather vulgar titles. It could not be expected 
that in any genteel assembly a lady could hear her cavaher 
call for GMage and Fork, or Latigh and he Fat, and outlive 
the indignity. These were, indeed, all that he could play 
with satisfaction to the feet of his patrons. But lie was 
helpless, and well known, and there could be no assembly 
without the presence of three or four young fellows^ who, 
though unable to extract any information firom a -written 
or printed stave of music, were capable of playing with 
effect all the dance-tunes known in the country. The gene- 
ral rule was, that poor Shamus's music, becoming intoler- 
able after the first half hour or so, Darby Browne, or 
Mogue Ryan, or Watt Doyle of the Wood, or Michael 
Dunne, or one of the thirteen Blanches, would voluntarily 
relieve poor Bowes, and he himself be relieved in turn by 
another amateur. 

Now we proceed to the application of the steps to simple 
figures. The fiddler playing his best known air, and the 
pupil standing as far as the clear space allowed from the 
master, danced forward till they nearly met, the scholar 
making use of the steps lately learned. He then returned 
to his place with backward steps, still facing the teacher, 
and repeated the operation a couple of times. Then Mr. 
Tench cried out, " Variate," and he proceeded to exhibit 
steps different from those he had just danced. He then 
chass^ed to right and left, " Cape " being the direction 
given by the teacher, to whom his science had come in the 
mode fashionable among t"\ie "DiMida. 
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The time devoted to getting thiougli this programme 
depended on the number of pupils to be taught in the 
course of the evening. If the number was comparatively 
large there were but few repetitions, and the pupils were 
directed to practise hard before the next gathering. And 
now the reward awaiting on docile and active youths and 
maids was at hand. Mr. Tench, selecting the damsel he 
delighted to honour, led her out on the floor, and presented 
a favoured youth as her companion in a jig. 

So Martin, getting right heel into the hollow of left foot, 
and failing two or three times, at last succeeded in doing the 
right thing, in so far as holding his hat not very ungrace- 
fully in his right hand, and applying his left palm to the 
middle button of his waistcoat^ and making a nondescript 
bow. Nancy did not find it altogether so difficult to lay 
the palm of her right hand on the back of her left^ which 
rested upon her pkid silk kerchief, and, drawing back her 
right foot, make a respectable curtsey. The next opera- 
tion required some ingenuity and exercise, to please the 
not-easily-pleased Mr. Tench. The lady's arm forming a 
certain oblique angle from shoidder to knuckles (the vertex 
being the elbow joint), and the fingers again projecting in 
the line of grace from the same knuckles, were extended 
gracefcdly, and somewhat inclining to the left, the palm 
looking towards the floor, and Martin with head and body 
bent, and right leg extended, applied his palm to hers ; and 
now no earthly obstacle intervened between the happy 
pair, and the most exhilarating of all harmless exercises, 
the execution of an Insh jig. 

Shamus's locum-tenens struck up a jig air, and i^Iartin 
and Nancy, hand-in-hand, his right grasping her left, 
footed the four sides of the square area — say in the direc- 
tions north, west, south, east---tiU thev were again on the 
spot from which they had started; tnen, without pause, 
they made a circuit in a contrary direction. On again ar- 
riving at the point of departure, thev proceeded down the 
centre to near the farther side, and there balanceed to each 
other ; then Martin, taking Nanc3r's left hand in his right, 
they made a revolution, and with a change oi InttcAvi^ «xiv^ 
ther revolutioiz in an opposite aeiiBe *, wen \fl2sixv^ \k^^ 
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hands, mutually clasped, they made a final whirL Martin 
now, to adopt the recondite meaning of the ballet, finding 
his admiration of his partner diminish, or his suspicion of 
her truth increase, retired backward, his face expressive of 
regret, as who should say, ** And is she then false to her 
vows h " Having got as far from her as the assembly or 
the wall permitted, and seeing herpreparing to pursue him, 
and so reclaim his lost affection, he gallantly and consider- 
ately advanced to meet her half-way. Neither being satis- 
fied with the expression of the other^s face on coming close, 
they mutually retreated. Another attack of tender re- 
morse brought them once more together, to meet with re- 
newed disappointment. Grown wiser this time^ as soon as 
they had reached their respective positions, tbey varkUed, 
and then chass^ed (caped in the master's phraseology) right 
and left^ to give themselves time each to carefully contem- 
plate the state of the inward feelings portrayed on the 
countenance of the dear being opposite. The result being 
satisfactory, they advanced once more; but experience 
having introduced some caution, they balanc^ed for a few 
moments — how appropriate the expression ! — before com- 
mitting themselves, and even then there was some cau- 
tious experimenting. With right hands — those farthest 
from the heart — they made a cautious twirl. Confidence 
having increased, the hands nearest the seat of £iffectioii 
grasped each other, and in the revolution then and there 
made in an opposite direction, the initiated might see the 
coming betrothal foreshadowed. Making the final round 
in Hymen's name, with the four hands firmly clasped, 
while Mr. Tench, representing the Flamen of that purple - 
hued god, pronounced the mystic word " Rigadoon," hy 
way of blessing, they faced him, side by side, and greeted 
him lowly. As in the theatre, the lovers just made happy, 
and fronting the audience, hand-in-hand, go their separate 
ways with the utmost coolness as soon as the curtain de- 
scends ; so Martin and Nancy saw no more of each other, 
i.e., exchanged not a word after he had conducted her to 
her seat of straw-covered ladder-rungs. During the rapid 
exercise Nancy occasionally clapped one hand on her well- 
developed hip, a circumstance 'w\iiQ\iTca.OsiN?^a obliged to 
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tolerate, his instmctions being that the arms should hang 
gracefully by the side. He entirely discouraged the fling- 
ing of these limbs about, or flourishing them on a level 
with the head. He had occasion to check Martin more 
than once for such transgressions. 

Another pair were called out, and the same process was 
repeated. For the sake of readers ignorant of the social 
aspect of country life half a century since, we supply the 
names of some of these breath-taking jigs, which required 
a fine ear and great exertion in the very rapid movements 
of the limbs to correspond with the short, quick time to 
which the tunes were played. We regret that they were 
not favoured with names somewhat more euphonious. 

"Off she goes," "Follow me up to Carlow," "Eock 
Road," « Miners of Wicklow," " Tipsy House,'' "Humours 
of Glynn," "Jig Polthogue," "Cumulum," "Bury my 
Wife, and dance on the top of her," " Moll in the Wad," 
and Shamus's two standard tunes already named. 

Dancing four-hand reels was the next exercise in the 
order of the evening. The successful performances in the 
mad jig dances were more admired, and received more ap- 
plause, not by clapping of hands or stamping of feet — 
modes of approbation unknown in Tomanearly, orTinnock, 
or Forrestdstown, but by pleased murmurs, or shouts of 
" Hurroo for Nancy !" or " Hurroo for Martin !" But the 
reel admitting of two additional performers had more of a 
comfortable domestic spirit about it 

Two young men and their partners stood in a circle 
holding hands, and at the conclusion of Shamus's prelude 
footed it round till they were again in their original places. 
At the first bar of the second part away they went again 
in an opposite direction. Then the men, joining their 
light hands in the centre, and the women imitating them, 
another revolution was made, followed by one contrariwise, 
the left hands being connected. The next move was a 
change of places between the men and a return to the old 
ground, accompanied by a corresponding movement on the 
part of the women. This cross-fire had a very good effect 
when neatly executed. They then passed Tav>si^> ^8^:'^Sxsjs^ 
light hand to funst peiBon met, left liaud \.o ^^ovA, ^^.^ 
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till after describing two circles^ they arrived at home again. 
Each man now facing his partner, went through the 
regular advances, retreats, variates, side-steps, sets to, &c., 
till the " hooking'' impulse set them at work in that direc- 
tion. They varied this exercise by the men taking right 
hands in the middle, and changing places, and then ^ving 
left hands, and recovering their own ground. They then 
looked on while the women executed a similar manoeuvie. 
The finale was the taking of hands, and bowing or curt- 
sying to opposite partners, and then the forming of a line, 
and saluting the dancing-master. 

Every individual in the group, sensible of being under 
the eyes of his three fellow-labourers, as well as those of 
the surrounding crowd, exerted him or herself to the 
utmost to execute the steps, and go through the figures in 
good style. Animal magnetism also did its office in 
exciting spirit, and emulation, and gaiety, and all wete 
momentarily sorry when the reel was over. Let not the 
frequenters of more refined reunions wonder if we suspect 
that the enjoyment of a reel by its four performers, face to 
face, and sympathizing with each other, exceeds very con- 
siderably that of my Lord Dundreary and his partner hst- 
lessly walking a quadrille. 

A reel-of-three was gone thi'ough, something in the style 
of a jig, but to slower time, one performer standing inactive 
in the rear, and displacing the one immediately before him 
at the proper time. At points in the dance the three weit 
engaged in performing evolutions which they were pleased 
to call the figure of 8. 

These are the names of some of the tunes to which reels 
were crossed and rounded : — " "The Breeze that shakes the 
Barley,'' " Humours of Ballycarney," " Miss Johnson's 
Reel,*' " Miss M*Leod," « What the Devil ails you," " Bang 
it up," " Over the bridge to Peggy," " Humours of Inis- 
tioge," « Devil's Dream," " The Ship fuU rigged." " The 
Soldier's Joy." 

Li many cases the owner of the bam, objecting to ht 
daughters being taught steps and deportment before so 
many witnesses, would have Mr. Trench and his minstrel 
during the day to insttuel l\iem, aa.^ ^^^^£\sk^^ -Uaa children 
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of some intimate neighbour. In the evening they might 
be allowed to act the part of spectators for some limited 
time, and perhaps join in a reel when the lessons came to 
an end. 

Some stripling, from fourteen to seventeen, would be 
sure to enter the hall of dancing on sufferance. His 
parents would not throw away la, 7^. Irish on having 
him learned that useless and nonsensical exercise. It 
would be fitter for him to mind his "Euclid," or his 
" Jackson's Book-keeping." '* And be this stick in my 
hand" {mater loquUur\ "if you ax your father or me 
again for dance -money, I'll go every step o' the road to 
Glochbawn school, and ax your master if he has nothing 
to do for you. Dance, indeed ! will Mr. Sparrow, of 
Inniscoify bs^ you, when your father takes you into town 
to be a derk under him, if you wor lamed to cover the 
buckle or cut heel and toe 1 Dance, indeed ! Divel dance 
the first Geochach that ever found it out !*' 

Our friend Charley when a boy did not succeed in per- 
suading his parents to get him taught : so he was obHged 
to content himself with the lot of a spectator under diffi- 
culties. Such a goraoon coidd not get a position next the 
area left for the performance ; so occasionally he got 
glimpses from the unsteady " shass-top " or between the 
sides or the legs of the favoured young men ; and it is a 
fact that some of the best dancers in the baronies of 
Bantry, Scarawalsh, and Shelmalier had picked up the art 
ill this uncomfortable manner. 

It happened one day, that he was minding his mother's 
cows in a field partially sown with com, and the 
daughter of Bill Doyle, a near neighbour, was at a similar 
employment in the next field, and nothing but a furze- 
covert ditch between them. 

** Ah, then, Charley, would you just come over the ditch, 
and tache us a few of them steps you saw at Paddy 
Devereux's last night V 

" Faith, an' I wont K my mother or father found me 
out of the field, maybe I wouldn't get a throuncing. You 
may cross the fence if you like." 
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'* An' sure Tm as much in dhread of my fjEither as your- 
self." 

" Well, but you want to learn, and T don't." 

" That's true ; but Td be terribly afeard." 

We do not want to puff our friend, but he certainly did 
not press the matter, and yet Nelly came over. 

There they were; he teaching and she learning, with 
eyes and feet, all the intricacies of steps and figures, when 
the terrible sight of her father's face over the fence, and 
the terrible sound of his angry voice, shook her whole 
frame with terror. Coming into the field, he had found the 
cattle in the middle of the green com ; and having driven 
them back to their pasture, he neared the fence, and found 
his own child and his neighbour's child chasseing and 
poussetting as eagerly as if Shamus was playing, Tench 
instructing, and a sympathising crowd thundering theii 
plaudits. With a good twig in hand, and good will in 
heart, Bill began to lay thousands on his truant daughter, 
heedless of her cries and her dancing-master's entreatiea 
However, the " god in the machine" came on the ground 
in the shape of Charley's father. 

"Bill, you terrible tinker," said he, "have you a mind 
to kill the little girl V 

" No, neighbour, I have not," was the reply. " I'm only 
sthrivin' to do for her what you ought to do for Ned — ^that 
is to bring her to a pitch of modesty." 

Poor Nelly got off for the moment with the stripes 
already inflicted ; but, as Charley assured us, she sought 
no more contraband lessons in dancing. 

Tench having bestowed on the primary instruction of 
his pupils all the cares considered necessary for one nighty 
miscellaneous reel dances were commenced by the company 
— pupils or not. It was preceded by the interesting cere- 
mony of making a collection for the fiddler. The collector 
was Mr. Tench, who, in the dress already described, plus 
enormous ribbons in his tum-pumps, and minus the eel or 
seal-skin cap now in use as a money-bag, made a very 
searching tour through the assembly. The most distinct 
image of that glorious time of youth that has remained 
with us is the bending "body oi X^'a ^Toife.'eaat, "vith the cap 
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h^ld by the peak in both hands, the set mouth, the peaked 
chin, the sharp eyebrows and cheek-bones, the hard look 
of the eye in its dark cavity, and the eager, intent expres- 
sion of the whole face, raised to one of the tall young 
fellows of the company. This, seen by the large shadow- 
throwing light of one of the candles, somewhat higher than 
the man hunself^ remained in our memory as if engraved 
on iron. 

The professor knew, to a great extent, the science of 
cajolery ; and many and varied engines were brought to 
bear on the enemVs pockets to extract the penny, no 
more being generally expected'fixjm any one. 

" Come, now, show your spent before the ladies. You 
wont miss a penny from the lob youVe got for your corn 
the last market-day. It is not a small penny your fine 
Inch by the Boro brings you in every year. Don't have 
the fiddler's curse on you for a penny. No young girl 
admires a close-fisted bachelor. Come, girls, your egg and 
fowl-money will get rusty in your pockets. Don't let rib- 
bons and plaids swally it alL" 

The reels now performed were done in better style than 
those described, as they fell to practised hands and feet ; 
and this was the accompanying etiquette. Two young 
men, presenting themselves before the young women of 
their predilection, made their best bows, and handed them 
out on the floor. There was no such thing fashionable among 
our vigorous-natured boys and girls as engagements for 
third or thirteenth set, and seldom a refusal given to an 
application. This reel having concluded, the young men 
sat down, or stood by, and the young women, dropping 
curtsies to two other cavaliers, reel No. 2 was executed. 
And thus the dances succeeded each other, the elect of 
every dance being the electors in the succeeding one, 
and the fiddler receiving the salutation addressed to the 
master in the beginning of the evening. 

This portion of the entertainment was always a period 
of great enjoyment, but was succeeded by an exercise of 
greater excitement still, originally invented by a fiddler 
fond of pennies, and acquainted with the reswlfaa ot T^viV 
feelings, either in game-cocks or in yoxmg (ioxTDXrc-^j iv^or^'d*^ 



1^6 THE BANES OF THE BOBO. 

when tliey feel the eyes of their sweethearts resting on 
them. 

The two male performers in possession of the floor, when 
selecting partners for the first reel under the new system, 
threw two halfpence into the tiddler's hat^ carried round 
by Tench, or a substitute ; and one of them shiouting out, 
" Hurroo for Coolbawn !" if that was his own residence or 
his sweetheart's, away went the lively reeL It was not 
allowed to go on very long when another aspirant, pitching 
his halfpenny into the treasury, cried " Stop the music." 
The strains became dull as by magic, and continued so till 
they were awakened by the dropping of another hal^nny 
into the hat, and a cry raised by one of the two new 
men, perhaps for the girls of Enockmore, or Dranagh, or 
Gurrawn. 

It was the privilege of the men to call for their favourite 
tune at the commencement of the reel, and their choice was 
consequent on a whispered considtation with their part- 
ners. They danced with the more vigour and enjoyment 
as they did not know the moment when a boy from Cnoc- 
na-Gour would take it into his head to exalt the belle or 
belles of that locality, and, by dropping a halfpenny into 
the hat, stop the music and the enjoyment of the present 
party at once. 

Jobbing, that unpleasant ingredient in all human trans- 
actions, was not absent from our mirthful gatherings. When 
the fiddler found the cries for arresting the music waxing 
weak, a young fellow, furnished with money for the pur- 
pose, would make the necessary motion, and, with a " Stop 
music,'' and hurroo for Clonroche, or Coolroe, and the 
sky over it, induce a slight rush in the shower of copper. 

During this part of the evening's business there was 
considerable commotion and bustle, similar — in a milder 
and healthier state — to what is felt at a horse-race, or 
a boxing-match. The rival youths may be supposed 
anxious not to lose ground in the estimation of their loves; 
townlands felt right jealous of their neighbours' eminence; 
and the girls hurrooed for in connection with this or that 
village or tovvnland, deeply sympathised with the young 
inen who championed these* loeaYnXAea. T^aa %&%i&tant8 at 
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the absorbing sport were scarcely less excited than the 
performers. They were in the same category as the betters 
on a favourite horse at Ballyheoge race-ground. 

This did, perhaps once in seven years, lead to a fight, 
but we can recall no instance. Our inquiries on the 
subject have met with such answers as these : — 

** I believe Pat Behan and Jem Kehoe had some words 
at the fair of Moneyhore, about what happened at the 
dance at Moneytucker." 

"Yes, indeed. I heard that John Henrick and Bill 
Clere boxed it out in the rath of Tinnock, about purty 
Kate Murphy, that refused John, and then danced witli 
Bill, in Pedher Mor's bam," etc., etc. 

At last the strife of the townlands, and the girls whose 
homes lay there, was over, and hornpipes — single, double, 
and triple — began to rule. Sometimes a door was taken 
off its hinges and laid down on the middle of the floor, 
and there the performer exhibited his strength and agility. 
First, however, he " circumnavigated " the floor twice, in 
opposite directions, and then with arms crossed, or poised, 
or wliirled as he pleased, he went through his stock per- 
formances, of which we give some of the names — the triple 
hornpipes being slower in movement than the double, and 
those again slower than the single. 

Single.— "The Leg of Mutton," "Kate and Davy," 
" Garran Bui." 

Double.—'' Planxty Carroll," " Shan Bui," " Little House 
under the HiU," " Tatter Jack Walsh," " Haste to the 
Wedding," "Trip to the Cottage," "Unfortunate Eake," 
" Paddy O'CarrolL" 

Triple.— ''FloweiQ of Edinboro'," "Cuckoo's Nest," 
" Spenser's Hornpipe," and " First of May." " Moll Roe," 
" Miners of Wicklow," " Larry Grogan," " Shan Bui," and 
" Donnybrook Fair," were of a miscellaneous character. 

The young men who executed these hornpipes were 
generally selected by Mr. Tench from among his best ex- 
pupils. They served the purpose of desirable models to 
those under training, and raised ambition in the breasts of 
those whose courage had not readied \ihft "^c^xiX. q1 ^-^vrxv- 
flcing niueteen pence halfpenny, Imh, on >i)afe ^W^ oS. 
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renown. Popular dancers, even thougli untrained by the 
master, would at times be called forward and obliged to per- 
form, willingly enough for the most part. Tench, however 
politely he might act on such occasions, did not like this 
arrangement, but he knew that opposition would be use- 
less and tend to make him unpopiiLar. 

Very great and eager was the excitement produced 
among the spectators by these exhibitions of individual 
skill and strength. Besides the natural sympathy roused 
in the nervous system of every spectator, not thoroughly 
callous or indifferent, on witnessing rapid and harmonious 
motions, every one had his own little world of /aw^orer* — 
townsfolk, relatives, or perhaps a lover, whose muscles 
thrilled to every bound, and spring, and rapid beat, and 
flourish he executed. All this was fully evident to the 
dancer, either in the low murmur or loud " Hurroo for Pat 
Martin !" or the social electricity with* which the atmos- 
phere of the room was charged, and added suppleness and 
vigour to his much- tasked powers. A feeling of absolute 
fatigue, and the sense of what was due to the other high 
scholars in art were his warning to desist. The acme of 
perfection in this exercise was the bearing of a pot of beer 
in the right hand, unspilled, during the performance. 

Those who wish to look on the mere ludicrous features 
of rustic dance-academies may be safely referred to Carle- 
ton's inimitable sketch of il/r. BticJcramBackj and his instruc- 
tions in politeness, and the contention of his pupils with 
those of a rival establishment ; and how one party, being 
greatly assisted by a certain post in correctly executing 
their figures, the other party, taking a shabby advantage of 
them, got it removed ; and how the absence of this trusty 
finger-post threw confusion and unsteadiness among their 
ranks, even to the loss of the great trial match. Unhappily, 
nothing of the kind took place in our neighbourhood. The 
CarroUs of the Duffrey would not cross the Dranagh 
stream in a S.W., nor Tench in a N.E. direction, nor ever 
meet at fair or pattern ; but it was not so with their pupils. 
When the gathering was within a reasonable distance at 
each side of the boundary— say Knockmore, or Clochay- 
den, OT Kaini, or Mangau — aoma ^'a.Tv^«st«» in ^^^ute from 
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the other side of the stream would be present, and at the 
hornpipe hour would be politely invited. to mount table 
or unhinged door. No discouragement whatever would be 
experienced by the foreigners. If an artist used one leg 
only in certain steps, and did not variate by the indifferent 
use of both, he might hear some ungracious murmurs — 
that was all. When once the performances were over, 
and the parties 'returning liome, probably by the light of 
/angles, the most unreserved criticism felt itself at full 
liberty to exercise its rights. 

At last it began to be felt that quite enough of the floor 
and of the evening had been given up to the young men, 
and by general acclamation, petticoatees and coatylongs 
(cotillons) were introduced, and walked and postured 
through to the air of the ** Jackson Family," &c., &c., &c. 
Probably the farmer's wife, and a near neighbour or two, 
and their husbands, were the earliest performers in these 
old-fashioned measures. They were the ghosts of the 
courtly minuets, and did impose a trifle of awe on the 
young girls and boys by the slow movements, the bows and 
curtsies, the holding out of the petticoats or gowns, so as 
to make them present the hooped articles of last century, 
the formal touching of hands, and the haughty turning 
away. All this would have answered the men's tired 
state, but the girls soon wearied of the constrained motions 
and the general slowness of the business, and gave their 
entire assent to the formation of the two rows of boys and 
girls indispensable to the country-dance. * 

The spirited couples had little room, were obliged to 
mind their steps and figures, were sure of being railed at 
if they committed blunders, and, besides, tedium has little 
power in a crowd not too crowded, when music is giving 
forth its harmony, and this harmony is given back by 
sprightly clattering of feet. Besides, if the row was rather 
long, the pair left at the head would start off when their 
leaders were one-third or one-half down the line ; and thus 
the music woidd inspire the legs, and arms, and heads of 
a couple. of loving quaternions at once. Country-dances 
were suitable as a closing to the labout aad x^^aaaJCYow. ^'s. 
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the night, as thoy afforded an opportunity for several 
couples being on the floor at the same time. 

Of course, the evergreen Boger de Coverley was played 
for some one or other of the country-dances. All could 
be danced to any of the reel or hornpipe tunes alieady 
mentioned, including the " Basket of Oysters," ** Donny- 
brook Fair," and though perhaps there was not a second 
Protestant boy or girl in the room, " Protestant Boys " and 
the '' Boyne Water." 

There was a variety in the figure when the last fine air 
was played. At the turn of the music the lively slip-jig 
of " Cumulum *' was struck up, and the man danced down 
to the last woman in the row, set to her, " hooked " her, 
and dashed back again. Then his partner flew to the last 
man, paid him her respects in the same way, and flew 
back. The grave air being then resumed, they began to 
engage the next pair, and at the first bar of the jig, weie 
off to dance with the lowest pair but one. 

But, like all other earthly things, the dance at Toman- 
early came to an end. The young women who did not 
live in the village were escorted home by relatives, among 
whom it is not to be wondered at that sweethearts occa- 
sionally mixed. If the night was dark the fangle was 
lighted, and after many " good nights " and allusions to 
the next merry meeting, the barn was deserted, and the 
candles carefully extinguished. The family, on returning 
to the big kitchen, sat for a while at the fire, to talk over 
the various little incidents of the night. Mr. Tench was 
complimented on the progress of his pupils, and treated 
to a tumbler of punch, a delicacy loved by him and by 
Mrs. Tench, who accompanied him in his wanderings, and 
helped him to melt his money in the whisky crucible. 

But it is time to return to our friends at Mr. O'Brien s. 



->-•- 



CHAPTEE XXIII. 

DEATHS AND MARRIAGES. 

Strange to say, when the dance came to an end, and order 
was restored, the discouxfee ieM on >i^\^ sv3\i\^^\. c^i Poor Shan 
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Eaguireen's death and wake, and some were horrified at 
hearing that the poor creature, when he felt getting very 
ill, endeavoured to swallow some of his well-preserved 
guineas. "God preserve us firom covetousness," added 
Mrs. Koche, who related the incident. 

Edward, — Amen, and from every kind of vice. I shall 
never forget a wake I attended once near Eoss. I was on 
a visit with our relations near Corbet-hill, and was slightly 
acquainted in that neighbourhood with a respectable fa- 
mily in humble circumstances : it ^consisted of father, 
mother, and daughter. I was never in their house for 
five minutes without hearing of the young man who was 
in Newfoundland, and woidd be sending home quintals of 
dried fish, and goodness knows what besides, next fall ; 
and come home himself some day with a load of money ; 
and keep the old couple snug and comfortable ; and give 
his sister a pretty litUe fortune when her turn came to be 
married. I soon knew every turn of his character, his 
stout figure and high-coloured face, his jollity, and his 
loud hearty voice, and would be glad to see himself in 
person when he found it convenient to return. 

" I left the little family one evening after we had chatted 
very pleasantly for a couple of hours ; and judge of my 
alarm next morning to see the young girl in a state of 
distraction, screeching and wringing her hands. I was 
requested to give my services by going to town, and get- 
ting home a coffan and other foneral requisites ; and that 
evening when I paid a sorrowful visit at their cabin, there 
on the bed were stretched the remains of their pride and 
hope. I shall never forget the lamentable shrieks of the 
mother and daughter, as they hung over the body, and 
slapped the bed in their utter misery. I was so bewildered 
and excited by the terrible spectacle, that I felt at times 
as if the intensity of their passionate outcries was enough 
to recall the spirit back to the lifeless corpse of the poor 
boy. 

" I afterwards learned the circumstances of his death. 
When the season for fishing was over, he engaged with a 
captain of a vessel who was coming on a voyejg2v\ft\^K^ssA. 
I fear that he was not ao good natuiod ot «Kra\% ^a ^^'^ 
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family supposed : at all events, the ship ancbored in Water; 
ford harbour without any effort on his part to come see his 
family, or let them know he was so near home. Tonng 
people cooped up in a ship naturally wish at times for re- 
laxai)ion or excitement of some kind ; so the little ciew had 
an entertainment one evening on board, and there was 
drinking, and dancing, and all sorts of amusement, and in 
the middle of the jollity the young truant fell overboard, 
and was taken up some time after, lifeless. May we be 
preserved from a sudden and unprovided death ! 

Mr, Roche, — Amen. Surely they are well off that are 
called away while they are young and innocent. It reminds 
me how God was pleased to visit your own family in his 
mercy. I believe it will be four years past next Easter. 

EdvHird, — It will be a warning to me while I live not 
to calculate too surely on any expected enjoyment. I was 
at the time with those relatives near Boss ; and some d 
my young cousins and myself were on the point of startmg 
for the town on Easter Monday morning. We were stand- 
ing at the door just ready for the road, enjoying the fine 
sunny fresh atmosphere, when I saw James Breen come 
into the yard. I guessed in a moment that he was the 
bearer of some sorrowful news, and so it proved. He told 
me all the j)articulars as they fell out the day before : how 
poor little Peggy and her young companions were in such 
glee, running with their Easter eggs to lock themselves up 
in a room at Daniel Foley's and hold their feast ; and hov, 
just as they were going carelessly behind one of the horses, 
as ho was eating his chopped furze at the stone trough, lie 
threw out his legs, struck the poor little creature l^hind 
the ear with his iron shoe ; and till God was pleased to 
release her from her sufferings, she never opened her 
mouth nor her eyes again. Ah ! what a journey home I 
had, instead of the pleasure-jaunt I was expecting, and 
what a sorrowful sight to see the dear pale features fixed 
in death, and the mark of the blow on her innocent Uttk 
head. Many and many a time since have I suffered from 
remorse squeezing my heart like a stitch, when I recollect 
many instances of neglect and unkindness on my own part 
to her while we were togetYieT. 
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Mrs. O'Brien's tears had been silently trickling for some 
time, and Theresa's head was turned away ; so Edward 
ceased to speak, and Mr. Eoche, in order to relieve the 
feeling of sadness that had seized on his neighbours, said, 
"I am sure that though the sudden death of the poor 
child was a severe trial, it must now be a cause of great 
comfort to you all that her salvation is secured. It was 
only a short time before that she had made her first com- 
munion ; and her earnest childish piety was remarked by 
every one that knew hex. Father Prendergast, who saw 
her during her last moments, .declared that, through God's 
good mercy, he was morally certain of her salvation. With 
every day that passes over your head, Mrs. O'Brien, your 
satisfaction will increase, feeling that your child is now a 
happy spirit in heaven, instead of enduring the trials and 
sorrows of life ; and looking down with pity on you, and 
me, and all of us, and' raising her prayers to the throne of 
mercy for our perseverance in God's way." 

H. W. — I suppose, Mr. Koche, that every one must 
endure trials and hardships, but some few, I think, are 
exempt from all but very trifling ones. A relative of mine 
had a husband who sulfered as little through life as any 
person in the world. His wife and daughters were lively, 
industrious people ; and my friend had merely some ordi- 
nary duties to perform, but was apparently under no 
responsibility. He scarcely interfered in domestic govern- 
ment, and at last took to his bed through mere failure of 
his bodily powers. His was the only departure I ever 
witnessed, and there was very little that was painful about 
it. His mind began to go aside from its ordinary quiet 
and prayerful state, but even then the innocent and devout 
tenor of his past life was evident. He began playing with 
the flowers on the quilt, as if they were real ones, and 
spoke to angels who were, as he fancied, looking at him 
between the curtains ; and opened and closed his hands on 
lambs that were frisking over the meadow into which his 
quilt was changed." 

Few of our country gatherings would be satified to treat 
long on such a serious subject as that ^\^^\i ^^a SXvkcl 
occupying our company. The discowise da.an^'&^Xa q,q>q:^- 
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ships and weddings, and H. W. related with much glee 
the hreaking off of a match in the family of his Coolcol 
relatives. Previous to his narrative being heaidy a few 
words on the ceremony of match-making in former days in 
our country may not be inappropriate. However fBimeis' 
sons and farmers' daughters might converse, and pay and 
receive compliments, going to or coming from Mass, or 
market, or fair, it was seldom on a young woman that lived 
in the same townland that his family and he had fixed 
their thoughts for marriage. This might arise, in some 
measure, from the relationship, more or less close, that 
linked neighbouring families. For instance, in the wide 
extent of land called Forestalls Town, there was scazoe a 
human being but an O'Leary ; in Rathnure every &milj 
was a Forestal. If an ill-starred pair of cousins loved each 
other, their course of true love would be crossed, but Um 
number of ricketty, feeble, or idiotic children was veiy 
small. 

Well, the old farmer and his wife wished to add a few 
acres to their farm, or to get help to clear off an arrear, or 
to portion Miss Bridget, who was marriageable ; or young 
John had accidently seen a young damsel, who lived ten 
or fifteen miles away, at the market or fair of Boss, or 
Enniscorthy, or Moghurry, or perhaps at a funeral; or 
Murtha Cowman^ the male match-maker, or Biddy Groodwifl. 
female ditto, had sung the charms, the industry, the good 
character, and the dowry (that in particular) of the maid of 
Tombrack, or Ballynocrish, or Kaimtigue, and it was 
resolved that Shan Oge should bring this paragon home as 
his honoured bride. In the first place, some common 
friend would be seized on to introduce the wooer, or, in 
other words, act as his " blackman f and oftentimes the 
cleverness of the blackman was as important in the eyes of 
the family of the young aspirant as the good looks and/»r 
sonahle appearance and ingratiating manners of the amorons 
I)retender himself. 

This indispensable personage, on hearing his friend's 

wishes, took care, and with as little delay as possible, to 

sound the young damsel's family, and incidentally, the 

young damsel herself •, and \i aa-j ^^^-«vi^%!^^\xiftnt existed, 
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to which the family sanction had been given, Shan Oge 
and his family were apprized, and the thing dropped. 

But if no obstacle intervened, there was every probabi- 
lity that young Catherine, and her father and brother — 
even her mother — might be present next Thursday at 
Enniscorthy market, and young John and his family would 
be not far &om the market-house, and the common friend 
-would be there on some business of his own to be sure ; 
and, joining himself to the bridegroom's party, they would, 
in walking down Market-street, or up Back-lane, or down 
Church-street^ meet " promiscuously" their future relations. 
Then would introductions take place — not in the form, 
however, in use in Merrion-square. 

" Good morrow, Mr. Brennan ! Little I thought of 
meeting yourself and family in Enniscorthy to-day. This 
is Mr. Kavanagh from Kaim, and his son John, great 
friends of mine. I won't be sorry for yous to know one 
another. I hope, Catherine, you don't paint K you do, 
don't tell my daughters where you buy that fine red you 
have on your cheeks, or they'll break me. Be the laws its 
a warm day, so it is ; and just as we met you, we wor 
thinking it wouldn't be a bad thing to go in and look at 
some one quenching their thirst," &c., &c., &c. 

Were we to enter the comfortable little tavern in Back- 
lane in about an hour, we should be greeted by a strong 
odour of lemoned punch or mulled beer, and find the black- 
man and the seniors at one table, talking and drinking, 
and no one any way particular about using a separate 
tumbler ; and probably Catherine and John at another 
table, he doing his be&t to make himself agreeable, and 
prevail on her to take a glass of punch, or to take a sip out 
of his tumbler, so that it might be sweetened for him. If 
she can be prevailed on so far, he immediately applies his 
lips to the part of the glass touched by hers, and consider- 
able progress is made. Meanwhile a &iendly spirit hovers 
over the other table, and many are the Shvdhurths and 
Dhialaths that are uttered, and many times are hands 
grasped across the table. In most cases all that is attempted 
at this c^Tice-meeting is the establishment of a goodundet- 
'Standing between the families, and the coiciQi^Tifi.^'vii^i^ <A 
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a liking on the part of the young people. And as the? 
is no one by, of whose tongue Catherine is in av< 
when their backs are turned, she puts no nnnecessari 
scorn in her face, and takes all John's efforts to niak( 
himself agreeable in good part. He has on a very dear 
shirt, and his cravat of silk does no wrong to his healthy 
countenance; his waistcoat showing a narro'w bieadliho 
silk, his broadcloth coat with bright buttons, hia bieeche 
and top-boots, look well in the eyes of Cath.erine, wh 
has read no modem novel, nor even seen a print of Pari 
fashions. On the other hand, her bonnet with gay ribboDS 
the fresh -coloured silk-plaid handkerchief covering he 
neck and bosom ; her modest, but rich stuff-gown, aiu 
her silk-lined hood, all set off her agreeable face^ markei 
with two or three freckles. 

So, admitting that no serious affair of the heart ha 
occurred on either side, considerable progress in good likiiij 
is made during the three hours of the symposium; a 
the end of which a strong maudlin tinge overspreads th 
affectionate feelings that prevail among the blackman' 
party ; and as they separate in the early part of the even 
ing, John and his friend are requested to pay a day or two': 
visit " to the ould place in Tombrack, next Saturday 01 
Saturday week at farthest, and they'll find that all gooc 
feeling and friendship isn't left the county Wexford, noi 
the barony of Scarawalsh." 

So in due course the visit is paid, and Catherine founc 
where she could appear to advantage, superintending house 
hold matters, and bringing a pleasant atmosphere about 
her, whether making butter, milking her favourite cows 
arranging the clean things for next morning's appearanct 
at chapel, or busy about the state hot- cake and tea to treat 
the visitors. If there were no other young marriageablt 
damsels in the house at the time, it was so much the 
better. When no critical eyes are on the watch, a yoim? 
lady, or a young peasantess, will not fear to let the plea- 
sure she takes in your society be apparent. 

But while John is walking through the pastures with 
his intended, the blackman has been holding serious con- 
ferences with father and moWi-^x, ^:&.^\i»iiMi^ the extent 
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and conditioii of John's farm, and using all justifiable wiles 
to liave the bride's dowry enlarged. 

The custom of making expeditions into the county of 
Carlow to get wives and large fortunes was prevalent in 
the early part of this century in Wexford. The Wex- 
fordian, fondly indulging the idea of his superiority to the 
Carlow folk, imagined that the bride would cheaply pur- 
chase with her gold her introduction into a more genteel 
society than she had been accustomed to. As the spend- 
thriit young noble seeks to repair the breaches in his 
fortune by marrying the daughter of some city tradesman, 
even so the negligent and thriftless young farmer of the 
Dufifrey or Bantry, being marked with an indifferent cha- 
racter in his own neighbourhood, would, with his black- 
man, take the pass of Scollagh or the vUlage of Bunclody 
in his way ; make a descent on the homestead of some 
snug farmer, and through assumption of high breeding, 
great acquaintances, and possession of a good farm, dazzle 
the young damsel and her parents, and bring her to a home 
much less comfortable than the one she had quitted. 

Young John has got a " sonsy'' careful wife, whom he 
loves, and who discharges her household duties with a 
will ; but several matrimonial treaties never came to the 
country equivalent of signing or sealing. For, to their 
commendation or the reverse be it spoken, these high con- 
tracting parties rarely resorted to pen, ink, and paper to 
ratify their covenants. The bride brought so much money 
or stock to her new home ; and,if she became a widow with- 
in a short period of her bridal, she returned, if she chose, to 
her own people, and her dowry went back with her. This 
was, however, an event of very rare occurrence. If life 
was spared, and things moved in their accustomed track, 
she became in time the supreme mistress of house and 
land, and ruled her household in honour and consideration, 
till the hour appointed to all of women born arrived. 

In the instances quoted let not the reader suppose that 
the blackman had anything in common with the profes- 
sional match-maker. The first was a mere unpaid, friendly 
agent ; the second a hireling, whose sole ocew^^tv^w -^v^j^ 
to pass from one farm-house to another, anOi ^W^ TioNAavi \\\ 
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one place of an heiress whose parents would be desirous of 
seeing her at the head of a ntting establishment ; and in 
another, of a young handsome farmer that was on the look- 
out for ''such a well-looking young girl as Min Maiy 
there, that was well brought up, and could bring about 
seventy or eighty pounds with her on the day of the Havl- 
ing HomeJ* 

Success did not, in every instance, wait on courting 
expeditions : a melancholy instance to the contrary came 
to our own knowledge. 

Among the matrimonial fasti of Bantry are preserved 
the untoward fortunes of the great Mr. Eush, who in the 
course of youth and middle age, had twelve times pushed 
his venturous steps into the coimty of Carlow across the 
intervening chain of fountains. The passes of Scolladi, 
and of Mam-a-Chuliagh, and that where the old Dalian 
Stone, called the Eaimshach, stands, were all witnesses of 
his persevering courage. He deserved success, thon^^ 
ho did not achieve it. Eleven brides he let sKp 
through his fingers, rather than abate a single ''thirteen' 
from the dower he knew he deserved ; and was on the 
point of embracing the twelfth, when her niggardly father 
disgusted him by refusing to include a good quilted 
linsey-woolsey petticoat, on which he had staked his peace 
of mind. At the time of contesting this last prize he was 
turned of forty, and he came to the resolution of retiring 
from this social warfare. He certainly had a lonely hfe 
l)ofoi*e him, but he felt that he was suffering for family 
honour, and a sound principle in the science of match- 
making. 

The subject of match-making drawing to a close, H. W. 
related with glee (as before hinted) a disappointment once 
witnessed by himself. 

This young hunter in the pursuit of knowledge had been 
sent by his parents, who abode in the neighbourhood of 
Blackatairs, to acquire an intimate knowledge of book- 
keeping from the great Martin Doyle of Shanowel, near 
Taghmon, and to abide during his studies with the relatives 
(before mentioned) who lived within two miles of the 
academy. He was enthralled \>y \i^'tb. d!Kt\w «^^^ wvd dark 
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hair of one of his cousins, and tired his fellow-students with 
the charm which her hlack helmet-shaped velvet honnet 
and black ostrich-feather had for him. She might have 
been twenty-five years old at the time, a^d he twelve. 
The school being so far from the old grange, coming home 
to dinner was out of the question ; and the dark-haired 
cousin' never neglected to provide her young admirer's 
pockets with a good wedge of home-made bread, and butter 
in proportion, as he stepped out in the morning for the 
distant schooL In proportion to the greatness of lus 
idolatry of Cousin Kate, was his dismay one evening on 
hearing that a big solemn prig of a ** hafr-sir" of a farmer, 
from near the Oyl-Gkite, had just arrived, attended by the 
needful blackman, and intent on carrying off his tutelary 
goddess. Great as was the infatuation of the young fellow, 
he was aware of the absurdity of thinking of his cousin as 
his future wife, but this did not avail to remove the annoy- 
ance he felt. He was supremely uncomfortable till next 
day, when he and another yoimg cousin got into the 
room where the courtship was proceeding in the most 
formal and unpropitious style. 

Kitty and her sister, and another young woman, were 
quilting, and eyes and hands were intently occupied on 
the strained piece, while the wooer and his blackman, 
most uncomfortable in their new clothes, were sitting near, 
and endeavouring to keep up a faint resemblance of con- 
versation. The lady and her friends, not being expected 
to contribute much more to the entertainment than mono- 
syllables, the gentlemen were taxed very tightly to prevent 
a dead silence from enveloping the company. The wooer 
was naturally of a taciturn disposition, and to the woe- 
begone scholar it was some consolation to observe that the 
bride-elect gave him neither countenance nor help in sus- 
taining the conversation, a slice of which is given from a 
somewhat treacherous memory. 

"Were yez at the last races of Ballyheogo, ladies 1" 
"Some of us were." "Well, did yez like itr* "Purty 
well." "Didn't the stands look mighty nice?" "Oh, 
very !" " And didn't the horses go like the wind V " <^\\, 
didn't they ?" "But such a passion as som^ oi Wia ^^tlSX^- 
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men seemed in, and how they shouted when they were 
betting?" "We weren't near them." "But it is a hot 
uncomfortable, dusty place, only for the tents." (A panaa) 
" Yoz have a fine large bog here on your farm/' ** TeB, 
indeed. Is there much bogs near the Oyl Gate V *'Ko; 
but we rise a great deal of marL" " Oh, what use do yon. 
make of it ]" " It is good for the sandy soiL I hear that 
Mr. M., your brother, wins prize cups at the races of 
Slovoy." "He does. Didn't you see them since yoo 
camel" 

The blackman made some efforts to give a more gallaoi 
tone to the conversation, but ho was not successfuL 
The wooer was not satisfied with the dowry ; the wooed 
felt no attraction towards him ; things were unpropitioiU) 
and the conversation flagged. At last it was propoeed 
that they should entertain themselves with a game of 
cards, and a game they began to play on the tightened 
quilt ; the boys got a hint that their further attendance 
was not desirable, and they quitted the scene. Next day 
the young hero was executing all sorts of joyful antics after 
the departure of the unsuccessful candidate. He would read 
stories to her, give her lessons in large and small hand, 
and rejoice in her smiles for a twelvemonth to come. 

We had not time to .start a new subject, and were in- 
dulging in a fit of laughter on some pretence, when the 
unwelcome face of the master of the house, and of his 
worthy favourite, appeared in the doorway ; and the sur- 
prised and surly expression on Mr. O'Brien's countenance 
was enough to extinguish all our comfort in a moment 

"Ah, my goodness!" said he, in a very vexed tone, 
which he intended to render cuttingly polite ; " we must 
have lost a great deal of diversion, Sleeveen and myself. 
Oh, it's all very fine, if it could last ; but still it was 
not exactly fair that some people should be out trudging 
seven or eight miles in cold and hunger, and some others 
indulging in all sorts of luxuries at the same time." 

Mr. O'Brien's little drop of drink, after raising his 
spirits and sharpening his wits, had gradually turned 
trjiitor, and begun to aggravate his mentd sores ; and had 
now landed himself on the ctoss, fault-finding department 
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of its effects ; or he certainly would not have let so much of 
the unamiable side of his disposition he seen. It is probable 
that a deserved rebuke would have come firom some one in 
return for his ill-natured observations, but the word was 
suddenly taken by our old acquaintance, Pat Neil. Pat 
had enjoyed existence through the evening, like a king 
when his crown is off and his sceptre laid by. Still it was 
a mortification at times to hold his tongue ; and now he 
rejoiced in the chance of a display ; so he hastened to sym- 
pathize with the grievance of the master. " You are quite 
right, Mr. O'Brien,'' said he. '* It is not them that deserves 
to be comfortable that are so. There was my father and 
myseK last St. Martin's night sitting by the fire without 
a single bit of meat to kitchen our potatoes, while many a 
purse-proud bodagh and hoity-toity farmer's wife had lash- 
ings and leavings; * What's to be done, father,'. says I, * to 
get over this disgrace V * How the dickens do I know V 
says he. * Then bleed the cat in honor of the night that's 
in it^ Mr. Walker,' says I again. I called him * Walker ' 
for grandeur sake, though he has the same surname as my- 
self, Neil : we are the ould blood. Indeed I need not 
think much about grandeur, for grand people often do 
little for us when their own turn is served. 

" There was Squire Kichards of Grange House, and Mr. 
Bruen of Enniscorthy Castle, that were one evening coming 
home firom Wexford, and talking about the goodness of 
their horses. Mr. Bruen' s horse was a great deal the best, 
but the other would not be outdone ; and he proposed to 
run a steeple-chase again him across the country. Well, 
they overtook myself, and I getting along ; and Mr. Kichards 
kindly enough asked me how I was, and said how he was 
going to ride again Mr. Bruen. *Mr. Eichards,' says I, 
* you'll not be vexed if I remind you, you were looking at 
some one drinking : you'll excuse the freedom ; we're 
neighbours when we are at home. You're not in a condi- 
tion for riding just now, and if you're thrown and kilt, all 
the neighbours will lay your death at my door. Get down, 
if you please, and throw me up in the saddle, and maybe 
I won't show Mr. Bruen some sport' And xlo^ 1 N?Qd\» 
say a word again Mj^. Bruen. He is a l[iwia^T\.^ tk^tl\ V^ 

11 
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often brmgs in Browzy, the bellman, into the grandest 
parlour of Qie castle, and there they dnnk hand to fist^ till 
the cows come home in the morning. (Pafs authority on 
this and other points is not dependable.) 

'' Well, I must tell you that Mr. Braen was not a bit 
glad when he saw me mounted on the squire's baste \ Wt 
there was a good many people now pother togetbei^ and 
they said it was all fair. So up I go^ and, < Now, boys,' 
says I, * stand wide and you'll see divarnon : follow me 
like a man, Mr. Bruen. So I clapped steeds to my hone, 
and galloped back like the wind to Ferry-Canig : we wen 
near Saunders' Court at the time. The people strove to 
keep up with us, and when we came near the bridge I 
turned to the right, and pushed straight to the bank of the 
river. ' Come on, Bruen, your sowl,' says I : * here we go.' 
Clapping steeds to my horse again, I made him take a 
pring, held him up well by the head, and ruz him twenty 
perches over the Slaney. Just as we were straight over 
the middle, I found his sthrenth failing. * Hay an* oats, 
your sowl,' says I to him, to give him courage, and I pot 
my whip hand in a bag that hung under my left oxther, 
and gave him a capital feed. Well, my dears, he gave 
such a snort, that the bye-standers thought the sky was 
going to tumble down on their heads, and that there vas 
fire coming out of his nostrils. So I gave him only a tap 
of the whip, and he was over the Slaney like a boto-arra. 

" The whole thing wasn't half a quarter of a mile, bnt 
you'd laugh to look at Mr. Bruen striving to persuade hi? 
baste to follow me ; and all he done was to stand on his 
hind legs, and keep weaving the others up in the air. To 
be sure but there was great shouting and huzzaing for my- 
self ; they thought maybe I'd take another sponshee, but 
they were disappointed : I did not wish to give hard usage 
to the brave coppaleen. So I swum him back, and if I 
wasn't treated and made much of, leave it till again. 

"Now, wouldn't you think the least Squire Kichards 
could do after that would be to make me sit in state in the 
big parlour from Monday morning till Saturday night ; 
and treat me to hoiiUly bavm, and tay, and bacon, and 
white cabbage, and pop, and 8lardb(yiit,\«cAN?\\L^ 'wine, and 
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punch, and mulled beer ? Well, instead of that, I've no- 
thing hut the run of the kitchen, as I have at Father Mur- 
phy's and the ministher's, and here and every where else : 
so, Mr. O'Brien, don't he so much stomached when you 
see how better men than yourself is treated." 

Some of the unpleasant feelings occasioned by Mr. 
O'Brien's discourtesy had been banished by the recital of 
Pat's exploit ; but as the key-note at starting was now 
struck harshly again, the Eoches got up, and taking a 
cordial leave of their entertainers, returned home, accom- 
panied by Edward, and Charley, and myself. 

After a few uncomplimentary remarks made by the 
master when we left, he suddenly observed to Sleeveen, 
that " he ought to foUow young Eoche, and give him the 
message he had for him." ** Oh," said the worthy man 
addressed, "he is too far gone, and my old bones is stiff." 
"What is the important message]" said Mrs. O'Brien. 
"Ah, ma'am, nothing of the least consequence ; not a 
ha'porth but a young ooman that met me in Back-lane a 
little before we left town. I disremember whether I ever 
see her before : she had a cap on, and I think her hair was 
reddish. And she says to me,^ as I was a-yoking of the 
beast to the car ; says she, * You don't happen to be from 
the neighbourhood of Gastleboro', honest man ? I think 
your face is familiar to me.' * Throth then, ma'am,' says 
I, * you have an advantage over me.' * Ah, then !* says 
she, • the advantage is generally on the other side : maybe 
you're a friend of Mr. Bryan Koche's.' *rm a neighbour 
of his, any way, ma'am,' says I ; * I hope your beauty is 
not intangled with him.' * You're just like the rest of 
'em,' says she ; * but maybe you'd obleege a body by telling 
Mr. Bryan that a friend of his was enquiring after him, 
and wondering how grand or forgetful he was grown ; that 
there was no tale nor tidings from him for three market 
days ; and if he forgot to come see her next Thursday, 
somebody would have to come out as far as Castleboro ; 
and it would have a purty look for a young ooman to be 
calling at a young farmer's place, axin' after him with her 
finger in her mouthy and maybe settin! \^^ Tia\^c^«3>j\xi 
tongues a-goinV And now indeed 1 duntia nAv^\. \ft ^^, 
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Maybe if I give him the message, it's small thanks I'll 
get ; and if I don't, it's ten to one but she'll be coming out 
here some fine day, and shock poor Mr. and Mrs. Eoche^ 
when they find their son is not a patch on a sainf 8 coat, 
but flesh and blood like any other neighbour's child. 

Mrs. OBrien. — If you have any regard for yourfoni 
lx)nes, Sleeveen, you had better take care what reports yon 
spread abroad about Bryan. He is as quiet as a child, but 
when such people are once put in a passion, they have no 
command of themselves ; and you might, as they say, 
find your thigh-bone in your breeches pocket before yon 
knew rightly what you were about. If you are jokuig 
you had better say so. No one from this to EnniscortliT 
ever heard of him having a word to say to a girl in the 
way you insinuate, and if you spread lies abroad it will 
fare the worse for yourself" "Musha, ma'am, you're 
always putting bad constructions on everything I say or 
do. What have I to gain by inventing lies about it] I 
tell you, ma'am, I was just yoking the car to go and call 
out the master and Mr. Mac Cracken ; and by the same 
token the baste was very unaisy, and I was bothered 
between striving to yoke her and listen to the red-haired * 
girl. Sure you know the place well enough — a little aboTe f 
Mr. Booby's (Boobier), the shoemaker ; and between the 
bother from the baste and the woman, and she still keep- i 
iiig up the talk, I said I'd do it for her to get shut of her: I 
and sure I told the master about the discourse when 1 
went in to let him know it was time to come home. But. 
faith, I'll wash my hands out o' the matter altogether ; and 
if the young mistress there, or any other neighbour's child 
happens to change her name for Koche, and finds a little 
family provided for her without any trouble to herself, let 
no one blame poor Sleeveen. God help the poor ! every- 
]>ody has the hard word for 'em. I think it's time to g" 
to blanket- street ; them that has hard labour before them 
oughtn't to neglect their natural rest." 

During this discussion Theresa was disturbed, notwith- 
standing her strong faith in Bryan's good disposition ; for 
she could not fancy Sleeveen to be so utterly wicked as t- 
invent a downright lie to mak^i TtiSsOcSai \jfe\r«^^-tv theni. 



DEATHS AND MABBIAQES. l6^ 

leld council with her mother, who strove to allay her 
{iness, though her own mind was not very comfortable, 
ler mother nor daughter entertained a distinct im- 
ion of guUt on Bryan's part, especially as their 
on of Sleeveen's love of truth was very low ; still the 
3 suspicion rankled in their minds, deprived them of 

that night, and was still annoying them during the 
ing day. To make the matter more perplexing still, 

neighbour mentioned in the course of the day that 
id seen Sleeveen talking to a women at the hour and 

mentioned, but he was too indifferent on the subject 

able to decide on her age or the colour of her hair, 
vas not near enough to be able to pronounce whether 
'een was passively receiving a message or thinking of 
ning the frolics of youth, despite his poverty and his 
hairs. 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 

THE S't^TION. 

Joanna has been mentioned, and not much more, for she 
was so fond of gossipping, that had she got any liberty of 
speech, she would have prevented our slow-going chiomck 
from going on at all. Joanna was fond of ber mistress 
and the family entire, the " head" exceptecL She liked 
Bryan and his parents; she liked (perhaps loved) Tom 
Swcetman, though no one could accuse her of wasting 
sugared words on him in public. In fact, she liked eveiy 
one more or less with the exception of Sleeveen. 

She was determined that Bryan should be so innocent 
that blame could not attach to him in any shape. So she 
inquired of every one that happened to be at Enniscorthy J 
next Saturday, when Bryan's business took him thither; 
and very much to her chagrin, found that he had been 
seen conversing with a young woman in Castle -street, and 
that with the same or another he was afterwards seen at 
the edge of the town in earnest discourse. 

Now Joanna made these perquisitions entirely withont 
tlic knowledge of her mistress, and was very much discon- 
certed by the results ; still she kept her own counsel, watch- 
ing an opportunity of requiring an explanation from the 
seeming culprit at proper time and place. Next Sunday 
she was returning in the evening from her mother^s place 
in the village of Kathnure, and had crossed the brook that 
runs at the bottom of the village, and got up the lane to 
where the Gurrawn-road takes a sudden bend to the east 
towards Mr. Homeck's ; and what was her surprise to see 
JJryan very much at "his eas^ ^sXkm^ m ^^v5bl ^^aaxLo direc- 
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tion, and a young woman, either tbe original one, or young 
woman No. 4, walking and talking earnestly with him. 
She could scarcely trust her eyes, but Bryan's height and 
figure were not to be mistaken, though tBe backs of both 
were turned towards her ; and a hearty laugh that broke 
from him at the moment removed all doubt on the 
Bubject. 

She stood for some time gazing at their retiring figures 
in a state of wrath and wonder, and then turned down the 
road up which they had just come firom Castleboro. 

She arrived at the house in a very disturbed state of 
mind ; and though she struggled hard to preserve her 
secret, the persistence of those about her and her resent- 
ment of Bryan's hypocrisy and falsehood soon drew it from 
lier» 

Now, in common with most quiet-mannered persons, 
Theresa was naturally proud, and her mortification was in 
proportion to the depth of her attachment, which, whether 
she acknowledged it to herself or not, was very great. She 
endured her sorrow in silence, and no one was aware of its 
quality or extent but her mother. In saying that Theresa 
was proud, I am very far from giving her commendation. 
If she was conscious of abilities, or good qualities, or per- 
sonal beauty, the knowledge should have made her humble 
and thankful. What had she done to deserve these gift« 
of heaven more than you, gentle and good-natured reader, 
or than the conscientious compiler of this narrative 1 

And so, from this evening, a most uncomfortable feeling 
invaded the minds of some of the personages of our history. 
Hitherto, Bryan, being sensible that Theresa and himself 
need be in no particular hurry to draw on themselves the 
cares and responsibilities of a family ; and not anxious to 
cause a division of domestic rule, where his mother had so 
long and so well swayed the household sceptre, was waiting 
as patiently as he could, till a piece of land, adjoining his 
father's farm, would come into his possession. The person 
who held it was in treaty for another tract of land, aiul 
was willing to give up his present holding to the Bodies 
when the bargain was made. But all tins could not \^^ 
done in a daj, and &o, partly from the eSe^\> ^i M\m^c^^^ 
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and partly from unwillingness to hamper Theresa by pro* 
mises, ho had hitherto made no open declaration of fau 
attachment, nor proposal for her hand in marriage. VHrn 
he would be about preparing a stiitable home for his bride^ 
then, and not till then, would he ask the interesting and 
awful question. 

Miss O'Brien had hitherto set a just value on his manlj 
(character, his purity of life as far as could be known, bu 
strong common sense, his dutiful deportment to his parents^ 
and the absence of that detestable spirit of mocking and 
gibing that tarnishes so many of the good qualities of our 
Irish youths. She was not in a hurry to receive a formal 
proposal, for she was not very ignorant of the cause of 
delay, and was pretty confident of the depth of his attach- 
ment. Besides she felt how comfortless the daily lijfe of 
her mother would be, when her own loving presence was 
exchanged for sorrowful loneliness. For Edward was 
virtually dead to the family circle, and her father was so 
intent on plans for gaining money, and augmenting his 
influence, and was so unsocial from his abstracted habits, 
that the poor mistress's daily life would become sad and 
weary when her affectionate girl was not there to shed 
(iomfort and gladness on the household life. So her days 
up to this time were marked by content, and were filled 
either with interesting incjidents or expectations. 

No day could pass without the presence of Bryan on 
some pretext or other. He was either getting a commis- 
sion for purchases at Enniscorthy on market-day, or the 
j)roximity of the fanns would make some cock-and-bull 
inquiry necessary, or he would be seeking news about his 
ab8(3nt schoolfellow. Latterly the attentions of his rival 
had given him some concern. I'hough he was sensible he 
held a high i)lace in Theresa's regard, he was painfully 
aware of his deficiencies in mere manner and accomplish- 
ments ; besides, he dreaded the father's unfriendly feeling 
towards him, and his exertion of authority in favour of his 
rival. 

The day following Joanna's visit to her mother, Bryan 
made one of his accuHtomcd calls, but Theresa was not to 
ho ticen, J Jo 2)aid a visit next e\iitv\iv^ ati liw \vomt ^Ken ho 
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might expect to find herseK and her mother sitting at 
their ordinary occupation, but Theresa took an early 
opportunity of withdrawing, and did not appear again. 
The next day he made another effort, and was chilled to 
the marrow by the indiflferent reception he met. The 
worst of it was, that he could get no opportunity for an 
explanation ; and now scarcely a day passed without the 
presence of Mac Cracken on the farm or at the house. 

Eetuming home in a disconsolate mood from Ennis- 
corthy, he overtook Sleeveen at Scobie, sitting cozily on 
the hay in his car ; and this worthy improved the occasion 
by setting forth, in his own lazy and simple fashion, how 
pleasantly things were going on between the young mistress 
and Mr. Mac Cracken ; and how the gentleman was daily 
laying aside his grand method of talking, when he found 
it wasn't to the taste of herself or her mother ; and that 
it was very likely that the marriage would take place next 
Shrovetide or Easter. And though the young lady did not 
shew much eagerness about his visits, she didn't avoid his 
company as she used to do ; and when her father was 
pressing her to give her consent, he heard her asking for 
time till after Easter ; and if she could then find it in her 
heart to comply, she wouldn't hold out against his wishes 
any longer. 

Now the tender-hearted student is earnestly requested to 
bestow all his spare sympathy on our " patient " during 
this tedious operation of Sleeveen' s, which endured from 
Scobie to Castleboro bridge. If Bryan was thoroughly 
innocent, pride, or shyness, or both, inflicted much sorrow 
and chagrin on himself and Theresa. 

We are now in the depth of winter ; the roads and fields 
are hard with frost, and the ponds by road sides are frozen, 
and the little boys going on errands wear out the soles of 
their brogues sliding on the ice. The loft in Mr. Koche's 
house is very little below the thatched roof. It is divided 
into three apartments, the light and air being admitted into 
the end rooms by windows which open in the day ; but 
into the middle room over the kitchen there is not such 
welcome for either of these healthy ingredients, eiLCQ,\jt» 
through a window partly in the wall and paiW^ yel>[)!w^^^cA. 
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as the top of the wall is very little raised above the levd 
of the floor. However, the open staircase opens a fine 
communication of air from the kitchen ; and on shan 
wintry nights it was a cozy room to sleep in, the waimttt 
penetrating from the kitchen loft, and also escaping fioB 
the wide chimney, and being prevented from panns 
into the outer cold air by the t^ckly-scra wed and thatched 
roof. How any one not to the manner bred could sleep 
there in summer I do not know, or rather I do know, 
having once tried the experiment in Bryan'« company. 
But on a cold winter's night, after such an evening as was 
latclv described, it was delightful to feel every&ing so 
comfortable about us. The cold might reign abroad, bot^ 
snug under our thick coverings, and sheltered by the diy, 
warm roof over our heads, we set winter at defiance; 
Bryan revelling in the contemplation of the image of hii 
darling, and recalling the tones of her sweet silvery voices 
and myself thinking of the near termination of my schod 
days. 

In the enjoyment of such luxury, the prevailing impres- 
sion was, that it would be delightful to stay awake all 
night, in order not to lose any part of it in unconsciousness; 
but wo foil asleep notwithstanding, and at day-break we 
could 800 all our morning's discomfort oven by the light of 
our small window. Gontlo roador, when you awake on a 
uiisorablo cold morning of this kind, and suffer the pang 
of impending divorccjniont from comfort, take this advice ; 
if you have yot half an hour or an hour before you need 
make the awful chang(j, turn to the wall, wrap the clothes 
round your shoulder, and go dotorminedly to sleep again. 
But if you have only a few minutes to remain, do not 
endure the misery of thinking ; cry out, " St. George, or 
St. Patrick, or St. Andrew to the rescue 1" fling off the 
bed-clothes with dosporato resolution (have yourself shaved 
the evening before), plunge your face and hands into cold 
water, and got dressed as fast as you can, every minute 
diminishing your misery. 

This was a dreary winter with Bryan ; however, he went 
on mecanically with his ordinary occupation. After saying 
his prayers he went to look after the cattle^ and perhaps 
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t&teshed vigOTOusly after his breakfast of stirabout and 
; vQk ; and you need not pity him for being chilly at all 
ifents. little need he had for furs or mufflers ; healthy 
exercise kept his blood flowing warmly and briskly through 
Ids veins, and nothing was wsmting to his happiness but 
^ the expectation of meeting Theresa at the family union in 
I file evening round the kitchen fire ; she perhaps knitting, 
ii. and he, if in luck, sitting beside her, and his dress touch- 
^ ing hers accidentally (?), and herself asking or answering 
K^- questions on common-place subjects, the matter nothing, 
^ but the manner everything in the world. 
f" Doling this winter, however, all his exercises and employ- 
- inents were uninteresting and tedious. There was no room 
ht blamo, if at the desire of her father she received 
Mac Cracken's addresses ; and why should he interfere in 
an unwelcome fashion, to prevent what might probably 
turn out a happy union. Still at times he reproached him- 
" self for his inaction, and was on the point of addressing 
either Mrs. O'Brien or Edward, but self-esteem interfered, 
and cried, *' Bryan, this would be a mean step. If she 
prefer Nick, why should you be so mean as to beg a trans- 
fer of her choice V* 

By-and-by the frost and snow began to vanish, and the 
fields to become cloddy and damp, and the lanes and roads 
fall of mud, and the spring labours to commence ; but by 
degrees the fields assumed the dry, drab, or brown colour of 
March ; and except for the promise of the seed now depo- 
sited producing its fifty-fold increase for man's sustenance, 
the brown field, with the black manure heaps in rows, 
would have an uncheering look. 

But the ploughman has no eye for landscape beauty ; 
he is intent on making a clean straight furrow, and if he 
possesses the secret of executing the ploughman's whistle, 
he beguiles both his horses and himself of the feeling of 
weariness. 

It is interesting to remark how the succession of a few 
simple sounds feJling on the ears of some people, shoiild 
keep their entire sensitive consciousness suspended in 
ecstacy as long as the same process continues. Such is the 
effect of most plaintive Irish melodies on out»^Vi^ \ ^NitOsx 
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is the eflfect of some church pieces, such as the " In 
Israel de Egypto." On this subject we wrote severa 
in our first draft of this work to confound th.e matei 
Keflecting on the hold which self-complacency ha 
these geniuses, we have omitted the passage. 

All this time Bryan has Ibeen left holding the p! 
and the season being Lent, the day a dry one in ] 
and the hour half-past twelve, ploughman and driv( 
a look out towards the house. If they are at a disti 
white cloth is hung out on a hedge ; and if near, the 8 
girl stands on the bawn fence, and shouts at them, 
ing the palm of her hand to her mouth at intervals 
sharper effect to the calL The personages of this 1 
being provided with good appetites, especially in the i 
the dinner of good potatoes and eggs, or fish, or 
and milk, is highly relished, especially by Tom Swe 
if Joanna drops in by accident, and takes a sup & 
noggin. Observing on one occasion « what a fine a] 
he had," little Peggy remarked that " he ought to b 
thankful for his good appetite." This was a year 
before, when the child's acquaintance with the sp 
book not being profound, she was under the imp: 
that appetite and food were words of the sam 
nification. Tom laughed heartily, and said tha 
\vould often be very thankful to have no appetite 
especially in spring." What a world it would be, if p 
men and epicures could on occasions transfer their 
liar privileges to each other ! 

Now let not some tender-hearted reader, unused 
and abstinence, pity our country friends too much fo 
temporary mortifications. When we exempt young p 
and aged persons, labourers, and sick people, the t* 
ing portion are in little need of misdirected symj 
any physiologist will bear witness to the benefit of 
rate voluntary abstinence. 

When a child, I knew a branch of the early j 
Norman settlers in Wexford : the family lived in 
old manor house, lofty in my young eyes as a castle, 
dowager lady combined in her own person the bL 
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three great &milies of Hy-Kinsalach, O'Bym, OToole, 
L O'Kavanagh, the " Three Terrors of the Sassanach," 
they were called in old times. The members of the 
dly would not break the law of abstinence that forbade 
use of flesh-meat on Fridays and Saturdays ; not they ; 
; on Saturday nights they experienced a very decided 
h for a relish in the guise of savoury beef-steak or 
tton-chop. So they conquered ennui and sleep as best 
y might, and bravely kept awake till the advent of 
iday morning. 

Che much coveted delicacy was reposing under the 
er, smoking hot and emitting a savoury odour, as the 
;k struck twelve ; but see what fortitude and patience 
1 effect ! The knives and forks were held suspended in 
and the teeth of every mouth were idle, while the 
nmer kept pounding the bell ; and though the tongue 
ght smack and the eye wink in impatience, no one 
empted to fall to, till the sound of the last stroke was 
rating. ^ 

rhe neighbours took the liberty of saying that this was 
ping the commandment in the mere letter, while the 
cit was neglected. I wish that, instead of indulging 
iharitable remarks, they would for once have tried the 
teriment, and tested the bitterness of deferred enjoy- 
ut. Does any one envy the happiness of a cat, while 
bums with desire to extinguish an unfortunate mouse 
m which she is only separated by a few thin bars of wire ? 
\M this time our lovers were doing their best to endea- 
ir to forget each other, but they only succeeded to a tri- 
ig extent. It may be objected that very little effort was 
lessary to dispel the mist that separated them ; but 
en pride or self-will has any thing to do with the cob- 
b barriers which we set up as our limits, we seldom 
iture to pass through them. 

Poor Joanna was during this period either seriously ill 
fever, or slowly recovering from it at her mother's house 
the village of Upper Eathnure ; and Tom Sweetman, 
o called to see her on Sundays and holidays, and even 
week days when he could, did not disturb her with an 
jount of the bad state of things ; for Ta.o\LTVftN» \vfit «CMi.«sfe 
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affectioD for Theresa and Bryan, and feared to excite her 
while in the weak state that ensued on the abatement of 
the violence of the malady. 

« The only thing that broke the monotony of spring Wmi 
and Lent was a station held at the Koches. It was gifen 
out, as osoal, at the chapel on the previous Sunday ; and 
there was great scrubbing and scouring in and round tbe 
house for the next three days, the station being appomked 
for Thursday. There were symptoms of the gathering m 
early as eight o'clock ; and those of the family not intent 
on the religious duty took an early breakfast under diffi- 
culties, and as if ashamed of the operation. The nei^- 
hours, as they assembled, lounged about the yard, went 
into the haggard, or bam, or the large kitchen ; and dis- 
posed themselves to prayer and meditation as best they 
might. Two or three old cronies ensconced themselfei 
round the kitchen fire,-and though they appeared to regud 
the want of breakfast with great unconcern, their hands 
went into their pockets more than once in search of the 
treacherously-consoling dhudheen. The sight or touch, 
however, reminded thom of the solemn business in hand, 
and down went the pipe into its receptacle till a more 
fitting opportunity. After turning over in their minds the 
account they wore to render, and striving to excite sorrow 
for all sins remembered since last confession, by meditatioi 
and earnest prayers for contrition, there came in man] 
cases over some a degree of lassitude mixed with an uneas] 
expectation of the arrival of the clergymen, a general feel 
ing of distraction in the mental exercise, and a sharpener 
attention to outward sounds. 

A great variety might be witnessed in the power c 
attention possessed by different individuals ; some findin 
it impracticable to pray or meditate above seven or eigl 
minutes, and others seeming from the beginning full 
abstracted from outward influences. Mr. and Mrs. Rocl 
having devoted an early portion of the day to the prepar 
tory duty, were now sitting at each side of the fire, ai 
chatting with those who seemed to require a little relax: 
tion from their studies. Little Pat and Peggy, with fao 
and banda shining after a good «ciub\>\\\^, ^nd dresses i 
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ff and fresk, seemed to have a deal of business on haods, 
Tying messages "backwards and forwards, saying prayers 
' two minutes at a time, and then gabbling with each 
ler. Neither Mr. (yBrien nor his vassal had been at 
BUT duty for years. Most of the dependants of his af- 
ly were present, but Theresa's absence was remarked ; 
Iward was at his business miles away ; Mrs. O'Brien was 
pected to attend. 

As the morning wore on, the conversation in the kitchen 
d through the yard became of a disjointed ancl uneasy 
aracter ; yawns were frequent, and no one seemed 
oroughly at ease, it was so unusual at that hour to see 
3ry thing so clean and formally arranged, and the marks 
shelly-sand here and there, and every one's best clothes 
, in which they did not appear at all comfortable, and 
ery one's hands unoccupied. If the priests delay much 
iger, there will be some screws loose. " Pat, run out to 
e lane, and see if Father Furlong and the curate are 
tning." Oh, joy ! Pat returns at full speed. " Here 
ey are, here they are !" and you would fancy as if it were 
e- screwing and tightening of all the wire strings in an 
sliestra. Every one's mind at once experiences a healthy 
[ision ; the relaxed betake themselves to their prayers 
aln, and the very humble or very devout keep in the 
uck ground. Manuals are once more opened, pulses beat 
dcker, and lips move noiselessly in silent prayer. Bryan 
id Tom are at hand to take the clergymen's horses, and 
B them cared for ; and Pat looks so wistful at the saddle, 
at Bryan throws him up, and gives him a triumphant 
ie up and down the lane. The clergymen enter the 
tchen, shake hands with the master, and mistress^ and 
me others, talk for a few minutes over the topic of the 
me, and then retire to their posts ; Father Furlong to the 
irlour above the kitchen, the curate to the room opposite 
te fire. 

How calm and happy are the minutes that succeed this 
<5red and consoling duty, and how restless and imcomfort- 
)le the mind of the devout liver, prevented from enjoying 
16 blessing at his regular periods. But what heavy cares 
ere pressing on the minds of Pat and P^^^'J, ^xAV^*^ 
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perturbed their spirits, and what an amount of businees 
had they on liands ! Little rest did their neighboon 
enjoy, so many questions had they to ask, and so frequent 
were their incomings and outgoings ; and in the middle of 
their occupation, some chance mention of the eoming 
pleidogtte on Easter Monday would introduce an ineon- | 
gruous interlude. 

When the awful moment arrived, and poor Pat shewed 
the white feather, Peggy exhibited a manly spirit, and 
though i^ith a beating at her little heait, boldly enteied 
tiio sanctuary. It would be a worlc requiring study and 
innate skill to pourtray Pat's inner man while Peggy was 
at her confession ; but when she came out with a cheezfbl 
though serious countenance, he took heart of grace and 
went through the ordeal. 

To add to the clergyman's sufficiently laborious task, he 
has not only to point out the gravity and evil resolta of 
such and such faults, but also to quiet the consciences of 
sundry scrupulous and weak-minded penitents when tbej 
reveal things not sinful in their nature, but which of cotuw 
are really so to those who do them, not while uncertain 
whether thoy are wrong or not. Such was, I suppose, 
part of Father Furlong's tawk with our young penitents. 
Mr. Koche was amuHod, and a little frightened by some 
confidential overtures on their parts, as if they were going 
to enter on a repetition with himself. However, on being 
informed of the impropriety of such a repetition, itwaa 
abandoned at once. 

All having performed their duty, and having afterwards 
employed their time in endeavouring to bring the affec- 
tions and desires of their souls to a state befitting their 
approaching communion, H. W. being specially retained 
on this occasion, arranged the altar cloths and vestments 
on the parlour table, and Mass commenced. The room is 
])retty large, and if the crowd is straightened, they have 
the adjoining passage at their command. I have not been 
more devoutly impressed at High Mass celebrated by an 
archbishop in a cathedral, than on occasions like the 
present There is a silence the most profound, broken only 
hy the voice of the clergynuin, or the responses of the 
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lerk, or the ringing of the little bell, or the low whispered 
irayers of some of the collected worshippers. Perhaps the 
ircumstance of all being known to each other, and no one 
dlling to draw attention on himseK by any noise, had 
omething to do with the decent solemnity of the little 
xowd, bnt it chiefly arose from the contemplation of the 
approaching awful mystery of the spiritual life. Over this, 
md the preparatory exhortation of the priest, we shall drop 
ihe curtain of silence, being convinced that it would require 
i peculiar genius and profound piety to do ordinary justice 
o the subject. 

All being now concluded, the little congregation disperse 
vith happy thoughts and feelings. Mrs. O'Brien is asked to 
*ay and join their breakfast, but civilly excuses herself 
ind departs, and Mrs. Eoche is once more in her element, dis- 
tributing the good things of the tea table to the priest, 
md a few particular friends, and to H. W. for his services 
it Mass. 

Pearing that we have detained our readers over past tea- 
ables longer than we ought, he shall receive no particular 
Qvitation to the present entertainment ; but he will please 
sympathise with the delightful fluttered spirits of Pat, 
nd Peggy, as they were noticed and spoken to by the good 
.nd affable clergymen. 

> »»» c 

CHAPTEE XXV. 

FATHER JAMES. 

j^M thinking and talking of the priests who had done 
luty that day with us, the discourse wandered to Father 
Fames Murphy of Coolbawn, who, not very willingly on 
lis own part, had been some time before transferred from 
mong his loving and loved parishioners, and from his 
Lttle farm, his little kitchen garden, and little paddock, to 
ive at the sea-side among the Macamores, H. W. hap- 
>eiied to be a near neighbour of the good priest from 
ibout iSioto 1814, and as some of the company were 
Lware that he had had the good fortune to be a fa.NQ\vs\V^ 
vith Father Jamefl^ thej requested some iD£oTiii^\A.OTi ^QXiN* 
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his life and habits. This was very readily given, for tb 
narrator^s feelings towards his lost patron consisted o 
reverence for a truly devout clergyman, and attacbmen 
to a kind friend. For present purposes it is moie etat 
venient to speak to my readers than quote the woidi id- 
dressed to the company at Mrs. Eoche's. A little Vxil 
information will not be amiss. 

From the Blackstairs, one of the N. W. boundarino 
Wexford, the brawling Urrin runs down through woodkn 
and meadow, till it falls into the Slanej below T.™ 
corthy ; and from Mam-a-Chualagh, between the Wliil 
Mountain and Blackstairs, and near the entrance c 
Cahir-Kuadh's Den, flows the Boro nearly parallel to th 
Urrin, but drawing closer as it proceeds, till it also joii 
the Slaney at a lower or moie southern point than tb 
other. 

Two roads lead from Bunclody, S. W. to New Boss, » 
keeping pretty high on the side of the niountainfl> iw 
the other lower in the country, their course being wirff 
parallel. The Boro crosses the upper road at the CrociW- 
bridge, and the lower road at the bridge of Tomenine 
and about two miles below this it passes under the wood 
of Lord Carew's demesne. For a good part of its. coin? 
it has all the character of a mountain stream, and it is, o 
was, abundant in delicious trout. Deep pools are frequent 
and some of the happiest hours of my life were spent tish 
ing or swimming in its refreshing waters. 

Between Tomenine bridge and Castleboro a little streai 
falls into it, after running through a deep dale whose side 
have no better ornament than clumps of furze bushes. 

At the very apex of the angle formed by stream an- 
river shot up a high thick fence, overrun with bushes ain 
shrubs ; a very minute plantation lay next this, and the 
a closely shaven paddock, divided from the kitchen garde 
by a hedge of thorn. This paddock was fringed by th 
stream l)efore referred to ; it had a southern aspect, and 
seat along a portion of the hedge ; and on this seat o: 
tine evenings the priest read his Breviary. The kitche 
garden was bounded northwards by a deep pool in th 
L'oro, and through an. opeiimi^ m Wv^ V^^^vs^ father Jame 
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was accustomed every morning, winter and summer, to 
spring into this deep pool, and splash about with the grace 
and agility of a young porpoisa 

Dear, kind-hearted, hasty, generous, saving, devout, 
simple-minded Father James, I wish I could make every 
phase of your busy, edifying life, as it used to fall under 
my observation, as interesting to my hearers as their me- 
mory is to myself: now hurrying, after a long ride, up 
through the chapel-yard of Eathnure, to celebrate second 
Mass; now drawing on your boots at a late hour of a 
winter's night, to sally forth on a long ride into the moun- 
tain to anoint some poor parishioner, and probably to re- 
lieve the misery of his family — scolding the messenger 
vigorously all the while for not calling on you at an earlier 
hour ; now returning to the chapel in the Sunday after- 
noon, after all the fatigue of the early part of the day, to 
prepare your negligent but loving young flock for confir- 
mation ; now riding home at sunset, id the middle of the 
little army, joking, and reproving, and laughing, till a 
gloom would seize you when your eye fell on Darby (son 
of) Luke ; for all the wit of Solomon, or all the clov^hs of 
Kilaughrim, as you often observed, could not beat the 
catechism into his head. Then on a cold winter's night 
you were sure to bo found sitting at your little round table, 
n^h the kitchen-fire, reading your Office ; and now and 
then interrupting the exercise, to resume some conver- 
vation with the poor crazy strollers who were enjoying the 
blaze, and to whom your hospitable hearth was ever an 
Bwylumi Often, when you have come into the kitchen 
while the labourers and servants were at their dinner round 
the large kitchen table, have I seen you bring over a beg- 
gar^s child by the hand, and peel the potatoes for it ; and 
s^las ! more than once have I seen you sink into your chair 
iffcer such a winter-night's expedition as I have just men- 
bioned, completely overcome, and exclaiming, " How prefer- 
able would be the life of a cottier !" Yet in half an hour, 
when cheered up by the attentions of your angel of a 
lister, your restored cheerfulness and good nature would 
diffuse happiness on all round. 

My father'^ houae waa outside of the stftaXlet %\?t<i«:«v^ 
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which was crossed by a stout flag resting on either bank 
So if Father Murphy was going to a Station, and wanted a 
clerk, if he had no one to mind his favourite mare (who, 
by the way, was a great rogue) in a comer of the meadow ; 
if he had procured a new book such as Father Gahan's 
Bible, and wished to indulge me with the reading of it ; if 
some women had made a descent from a mountain village 
to get an infant baptized, and were unprovided with a 
godfather, some one was sure to come to the bawn gate, 
and shout across the stream, " Harry, you're wanting,'* and 
in three bounds I was down the descent, across the flag, 
and in the priest's presence. To say truth, I thought that 
I got rather too much employment in the matter of the 
Httle postulants for baptism ; and in some instances latterly 
I lay hid in the furzy valley, when I was aware of an ' 
irruption of the womankind down the side of the opposite 
hill. It was different with the marriages, however : the 
confusion and awkwardness of the interested parties; and 
the generally successful efforts of old Jemmy Flynn to 
deprive the new husband of the first salute, made these 
occasions more piquant than edifying. 

Let us now accompany the good father for a part of a 
Sunday in the ordinary routine of his duty. 

Eising at an early hour, and equipping himself for his 
forenoon's labour, the mare is brought out, and off they 
wend. Facing south-west up the gentle rise that leads to 
the White Mountain, he is jogging along through very 
stony lanes, till at last he emerges on the upper road before 
alluded to. 

As he passes along, one or two of every road-side family 
are sure to present themselves for a kind recognition, and 
are seldom disappointed. Probably the morning is a line 
one in summer : then, while proceeding through iDye-lanes 
with the breast of the White Mountain lying before him 
in its dark purple, warm red, and bright green mantle, 
and the corn and potato-fields and pastures smiling around ; 
and the happy cows, horses, and sheep looking lazily at 
him over the hedges ; and the lark thrilling her song over 
his head, and the hum of insects rising from the pastures, 
and the hollows and distant ob^^cX^ ^\K)!^ ^\s:s^^^^d in a 
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silvery haze ; no wonder that the spirits of our good pastor 
shonld rise, and that, lifting his hat for a moment to cool 
his brow, he should burst out into a very unmusical strain, 
and that the choice of the poetry would be of very secondary 
consideration. 

As he nears the high road leading to Templeudigau, 
perhaps he recollects that he w ill have to administer to his 
flock a castigation for some scandal, such as the throwing of 
metal bowls along the high road, a dance gathering at some 
sheebeen, or a hurling match embellished with a fight : 
then his spirits go down to zero, the song is extin- 
guished, and the mare gets an involuntary prick of the 
spur. 

Now are seen thronging along the road, and down from 
the scattered hamlets on the hill, the blue or red cloaks of 
the women, and the brown or blue coats of the men : the 
priest approaches the little chapel, chatting with the com- 
pany he has overtaken or joined; the earlier attendants 
who had repeated some prayers, and were now lying or 
sitting on the grassy slopes fencing the yard, rise and pour 
into the edifice ; and the mare is taken and put into a 
stable, and Father James, passing up through the centre of 
his flock, prepares to celebrate Mass. Happy is the Sun- 
day when, no scandal having occurred through the week, 
he need not give way to anger or grief while preaching his 
short and nervous sermon after the communion ; and hard 
and perverted must be the unfortunate rogue who can 
listen, and not wish to sink into the earth, when he feels 
himself the cause of the painful emotion of the clergyman, 
and the object of the pity of the congregation. 

It is now, perhaps, about half-past eleven or so ; and 
having once more mounted, and turned his course north, 
he can, from his high position on the hill-slope, see over 
the low country, with its woods, and streams, and chequered 
fields, from below Eoss to the far Duflfrey. 

The view being familiar, and Father James not having 
any very particular turn for landscape-painting, he pushes 
on, there being yet four good miles through rough and 
hilly roads to traverse to his next station. "W^, ^iJc^^ Sxs.- 
habitants of the northern part of tti© l^«n^,\iw^^ife««^ 
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lying on the grass in the chapel-yard of Bathnnre on the 
lower road for an hour or so, till at last we hear the wel- 
come sound, " Here's the priest," and now we crowd iiL 
The wallet holding the vestments and sacred vessels is 
brought from the front of the saddle, the altar is laid, the 
clergyman vested, and another juvenile and myself, robed 
in white surplices, attend Mass as well we can, while the 
congregation stand or kneel on the floor composed of good 
strong lime- mortar. Mass is said, a short exhortation is 
given, the stations for the next week are announced, and 
the children directed to return after dinner to be instructed 
in the catechism. We are now at about haK-past one 
o'clock. Father James has as yet tasted no corporal food, 
but he is within about a mile and a half of his own house, 
and on getting there his well-earned breakfast will be 
ready. 

This picture presents the Sunday duty in the most 
favourable light ; but I have known instances where it 
had to be done in the depth of snow, and where the mare's 
services could not be made available. Two strong young 
men went with Father James through his pilgrimage ; and 
when he was nearly overcome by fatigue and want of 
nourishment, they supported him at each side, a part of the 
way from one chapel to the other. I never saw him 
nearly defeated, except on this and one other occasion. 

Having now enjoyed his very late breakfast, and given 
a look through his cabbage and flower-garden, he is once 
more on the move, and, accom})anied by a troop of the 
neighbouring children, he sets ofi" again to the chapel of 
Jvatlmure. We had no confraternity, and indeed I can- 
not help comparing our pastor to a bustling mistress of a 
house, who will persist in doing everything with her own 
liands, instead of training her daughters to superintend 
portions of the domestic economy. Thus the girls grow 
up lazy and useless, the poor mother is worn out before 
her time, and the wheel creaks and runs out of its track, 
and the noise of scolding is heard in the household. 

Well, the classes are settled, some of the smartest 
boys help to instruct, and H. W. is enjoined to teach 
Darby the answers to one or l^o C5^<&^\K.oTi^, 0\>l Q\i<a occa- 
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sion, the whole gist of the task lay in about five lines ; 
and H. W. worked at his hopeful pupil for two hours, and 
can declare with truth that Darby could repeat the answer 
as well at the end as at the beginning, and that H. W. was 
so stupified with the monotony of the operation, that he 
did not remember a single word of it himself ; so that 
Darby completely stultified his teacher, instead of the 
teacher enlightening Darby, and Father Murphy on learn- 
ing the result had like to faint. The poor priest frequently 
exercised his inventive powers in finding comparisons for 
Darby^s head ; it was an anvil, a sieve, a grinding-stone, a 
lump of jelly, and a snail-box ; and so much did Darby's 
ignorance affect him, that he was often heard talking to 
himself, and still the burthen was Darby's stupidity, and 
the disgrace he would bring on the parish when the 
Bishop came to hold the next confirmation. 

The sun being now inclined to make a descent on the 
White Mountain, and the flock in the chapel getting tired, 
the priest goes inside the rails, and we join him in the 
responses of the Litany of our Lord or the Blessed Virgin. 
He then thunders out a hymn, commonly the Easter " 
FUii et FilixB^^^ and we are refreshed by the exercise of 
singing the alternate verses. Eising, he addresses a few 
words of advice and encouragement, utters a short and 
fervent benediction ; and, at the very concluding words, 
his eye meeting the awful phantasm of Darby's big face, 
and open mouth, and meaningless eyes, he utters, in a 
desponding tone, " Oh Darby Luke, will you ever know 
your catechism !" 

Some of us run beside the Father the long way round, 
and others go across the fields by a well-worn path which 
leads through two raths, with entrances as usual at oppo- 
site sides, and a fine circular fence round them ; the sides 
covered with fine short grass, the summit crowned with 
large furze-bushes, and the area of the rath as green as an 
emerald. Now we have descended to the Boro, where the 
river and stream meet at the end of the priest's garden, 
and cross it on the broad, flat stepping-stones. As we enter 
the paternal rooi^ we hear a voice pitched m «t\s&3 Vk^^ 
and apparently not proceeding from the Iwix^ Q>i ^ ^^^=^MV 
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sopher. It belongs to Jemmy F., one of the class that is 
called in Scotland " 7^ unco guid,** and " Voteena** among 
ourselves. Catholics and Protestants happening to Hve 
close to each other were mostly on good tenns, but Jemmy 
being next door to people who were Protestants and yeo- 
men, and being gifted with a little bit of spiritual pride, 
managed somehow or other to enjoy a most unfriendly re- 
lation with his neighbours. 

He was now sitting within, and we could hear him 
laying a thick coat of obloquy on the church-goiug popu- 
lation. "Yes, ma'am," (addressing my mother), "they 
pitch-capped us, and they shot us, and they burned our 
houses, and they still grind us with their tithes and taxes, 
and they never fast, and they hardly pray at all, and they 
treat us like the scum of the earth, and they think the 
worst word in their mouth good enough for us. 

Mrs, W, — ^Lord bless us ! Mr. F., this is frightful ; and 
does Mrs. Deacon or Mrs. Wiseman never show any kind- 
ness to their poor Catholic neighbours, or the beggars, and 
do they speak so scornfully as you say to the people % I 
hear every one saying that they and their families are 
kind and cordial people, and never utter a hapsh word 
to a Catholic, gentle or simple. 

Jemmy. — Oh I don't care a fig for what they do. They 
never go to church any Sunday that it happens to rain, 
while if it was pouring cats and dogs, it would not keep us 
or our people from Mass : and then if it is fine, they only 
go to show their grand clothes, and sit as proud as pay- 
cocks in their pews, and remark one another's dresses : ah I 
where do they expect to go after all this ! 

Mrs. W. — I'll tell you, Mr. F. : there is a very high hill 
in the other world, and the top of it is piercing cold ; and 
the Protestants who were black, and bitter, and bad livers 
are set on the top of this hill exposed to the cutting blasts. 
Others that were not so bad are let down towards the 
middle ; and the good and charitable Protestants who did 
not dislike the Catholics, and were devout in their own 
Avay, and did not accuse us of worshipping images, or our 
priests of giving leave to commit sin, and who had a kind 
of love and respect for t\ie"B\eaaed.N\T^\via.\i^S)ci5b^^^^— 
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tYL these good souls are settled down in the warm nook at 
the bottom, and have a comfortable feel of sunshine about 
them. 

Mr, F, — Oh, Mrs. Whitney, if these are your notions, 
you might as well be a heretic yourself. I'll be off this 
moment over the flag, and see if Father Murphy approves 
of your very queer ideas. [Exit Jemmy down the lane, 
possessed with a strong feeling of holy resentment] 

After a few moments, Mrs. W. and a few neighbours 
follow the zealous professor, being apprehensive that in 
his version of the conference strict justice to his opponent 
would be neglected, and no allowance made for a charitable 
and poetic colouring. 

The fire-place in the priest's kitchen is very large. There 
is a partition-wall as usual between the door aud the fire, 
with a spy-hole in the middle. A form inside runs along 
this wall, and at the end of it, farthest firom the fire, is 
settled a very small roimd table for the books and the 
candlestick when he is reading his Ofl&ce. There he sits 
wrapped in a cloak on winter nights; the rest of the 
form up to the comer next the fire is occupied by the 
neighbours who drop in to tell or hear news, and under 
them in the very angle is a deep hole to receive the 
dry ashes. A form on the opposite side has its tenants 
also ; the front is occupied with stools or straw bosses ; a 
double space being allowed for the servant boy. Jemmy 
Reddy, who supplies fuel to the huge pot of potatoes sus- 
pended from a beam up in the chimney. 

On this evening the priest has not yet come down from 
the parlour ; and we all take our seats, the juniors chiefly 
on the upper end of the priest's form ; and Jemmy's rage 
is almost choking him. Down comes Father James at last, 
and gives us all a kind welcome ; but he has hardly taken 
his seat, when out come in a confused torrent Jemmy's 
recriminations, in which Mrs. Deacon, Mrs. Whitney, 
Harry the Eighth, the devil. Jemmy himself Martin 
Luther, Billy Pitt, and Archy Jacob get inextricably 
mixed. 

Father James, — Bless me, Mrs. Whitney, ^laa.\.\ia:^^ l^^"^ 
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done to Mr. F. to put him in such a rage, and 
Sunday evening and all ? 

Jemmy, — ^Yes, indeed, sir, and I only after com] 
new prayer to-day ; and I was coming to repeat it 
Keverence just now, but this woman's aggravation 
every word of it out of my head. 

Father if.— Well, well; sure you have the 
Prayer, and the Hail Mary, and the Creed, and t 
fiteor still to fall back on; and indeed, Jemmy, 
quite content if you use the common prayers, 
trouble your head inventing new ones. But what 
ful crime has Mrs. Whitney committed this evenii 
Jemmy. — Why, sir, didn't I mention, over a: 
that she said it was only the very bad Protestj 

would 

Here Mrs. Whitney interposed, and in a hu 
manner illustrated the plan of the Elysium she 
vented for Jemmy's amusement; and the priest 
tickled with the idea, and the vexation that sat on . 
cross face, that he burst into a succession of fits of ' 
to which the company, Jemmy excepted, bor< 
chorus. 

As soon as he was able to speak after his expl 
administered a trifle of Job's comfort to the crc 
voteen. " Oh, 'pon my veracity, Jemmy, 'twas r 
bad of Mrs. Whitney to circumvent you in this \^ 
tell me, are you any nearer now than you were ; 
two ago, to the conversion of these obstinate yeo 
have for neighbours ? 

Jemmy, — Oh ! not a bit, sir ; they are as con1 
pigs, and as obstinate as mules ; and we are g( 
worse and worse terms with one another everv 
hanged to them ! 

Father M. — Oh, Jemmy, Jemmy ; I fear you 
least bit in the world uncharitable. I'm sure tha' 
some personal spite, and a good deal of desire 
victory in the discussions that go on between you 
yeomen, and I cannot see anything but harm in yc 
ing them up. Depend on it, a controversy mus 
ducted by a genuine love o^ omt V\w^, ^^:A ^ 
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humble spirit, to be productive of any benefit We must 
use mildness, and patience, and await God's good time. 
Meanwhile, Jemmy, as your belief is fervent, and your 
hope strong, let charity be abundant ; and remember that 
the most prejudiced Protestant in the world is your brother, 
and as such entitled to your love, and earnest prayers for 
his salvation. Above aU things. Jemmy, if you hear any 
loose-spoken Catholic take the liberty of saying that such 
or such Protestant or bad-living Catholic made a bad end, 
and is gone to hell, check him in a friendly way. Jemmy. 
Tell him that we cannot know without a miracle how such 
a person's soul stood before his Creator during his last 
moments. God forgive and strengthen us all, and give me 
patience with Darby Luke. Oh, Darby, you dunce, will 
you ever have your catechism 1 Your head is no better 
tlian a sieve, and wont keep a single word of what you 
learn ; and so little understanding as you have about the 
easiest things ! I only asked him last Sunday why did he 
say the " Hail Mary " after the " Lord's Prayer,*' and what 
do you think was his answer ? 

H. W. very briskly gave the response out of Devereux's 
Catechism. 

Father Murphy. — A likely story, indeed, that he would 
be so condescending as to give that answer ! no, but the 
thief of the world said it was because that was the way his 
mother lamed it to him. 

The nature of the subject hindered the company from a 
laugh, besides they pitied the distress of the poor priest ; 
and so he went on with his lamentation : 

** And now the bishop is expected to come to Clough- 
bawn chapel to hold a confirmation in about three weeks ; 
and wont we cut a neat figure with Darby to do us credit ] 
I'm sure I'd rather spend a night in Cahir Ruadh's Den 
than face the bishop with him. 

Mrs, Doyle, the priests sister. — James, James, dear, have 
patience; aU will turn out well with God's blessing. 
Sure you are doing everything in your power : leave the 
rest to Him. 

i^a^A^ «/a»2€«.— Patience, do you say, woixiasx \ WjaNVi. 
more patience at this moment thanl e'vet ^i\\o^3l^\J\^^^ 
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master of. [This was not exactly Mrs. D.'s candid o 
but she kept it to herself.] 

Mr. r. finding himself in an uncomfortable min 
one, retired soon after, and might have been four 
that night composing new prayers, and devising ne 
ments to demolish his antagonists. 

People of Jemmy's class are very little comfo 
sure, to their neighboiu's. I knew one voteen who 
select a very sharp winter evening as a fitting tim 
to his prayers in the middle of the high road. Wei] 
God, for one false voteen, we have a hundred of th 
and unobtrusively devout. 

This, if I recollect rightly, was about the yea 
when a splendid comet was visible to us for 
burmng over Cahir Ruadh-s Den. Many an evenii 
sit on the bawn fence, contemplating with awe this 
phenomenon, the dimly obscure mountaiu underne 
glowing twilight sky above, fading into deep blue 
the zenith, and the vapoury tail of the comet 
upright from the luminous body. The feeling w 
prevalent in our neighbourhood, that both body j 
consisted of fire ; and in some publication tha 
across us, it was said that if the comet came in 
with the earth, the latter body would be burnt i 
consumed as rapidly as a ball of worsted by a red- 
of iron. 

Jemmy Flynn had heard this passage read ; and 
his learning, asked Father Murphy some question 
the nature of comets, and if any public prayers we 
offered up to save the world from the danger tl 
likely to happen. 

" What danger have you heard of, Jemmy ]" 
sir, sure I heard the master read out of a book tl 
evening, that the comet was to fall down upon th 
in three weeks time, and that wherever it would ''. 
would do great mischief, and burn a bar of iron thre 
thick.'' The priest now endeavoured to enligh 
audience on the economy of our solar system ; but 
Jemmy did not openly find fault with the moven] 
explained, any one might iead\\^ a^^ Wi5\\,\v^\v^vJi. -s^; 
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confidence in the stability of the earth, and preferred that 
the sun should go his daily round as usual. Mrs. Flynn, 
however, let her unbelief be a little more apparent ; and 
when snubbed by some one for thinking she knew better 
than the priest, she replied very sharply, " that though 
Father James knew everything about religion, and prayers, 
and confessions, and that, still she would find it very 
hard to believe that the earth stirred.'* " Now let yez go 
out any hour of the day or night," said she, " and you'll 
see the mounfains and the Castleboro woods in their place, 
and the Boro itself running down from the White Moun- 
tain : and Fm sure if the earth was to be whirling round 
the way that Father James says, the big stones on the 
mountain, and the turf clamps, and the water of the river, 
would be thrown up in the blue sky ; ay, and ourselves 
get a hoMCf and maybe fall down on the top of Castleboro 
and be kilt." 

Another attempt was now made to give Mrs. Flynn an 
idea of the attraction of gravitation, and how it was calcu- 
lated to prevent such undesirable accidents ; but no conver- 
sion was effected, and she openly declared her opinion 
" that unless for priests, and gentlemen, and shopkeepers, 
and 'tomies, she saw no use in larning children to read and 
write ; it only made them proud." 

Mrs, W, — Ah, then, Mrs. Flynn; have you forgotten 
about the pound-note, and all the loss you suffered by 
finding it ? 

Mrs. Flynn. — Indeed an' I have not : there is mighty 
little justice in the world, at any rate in Enniscorthy. 
Your Keverence must know that I was in the shop of 
Mr. Casey, the grocer in Main-street, about a month ago ; 
and I saw a crumpled piece of thin paper at my foot, and 
took it up, and was looking at it, when an ugly scradheen 
of a clerk behind the counter says to me, * What is that 
'you're looking at, ma'am]' *Musha,' says I, * myself 
doesn't know what it is, but I believe it is a note." * Shew 
it/ says he ; and, like a fool, I handed it over to him ; 
and while he was examining it, his employer asked him 
what it was, and says he, * it's a note.' * Put it utj, ^wt 
it up/ sajs the master, says he, * and M ^^ c«X2l\» ^ca.^ *vksfc 
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owner, well give it for Gk>d'e salce.' 'Ettieti,' sajB I, 
thiiik if e mySdi thftt ooght to get leaTe to do that f 1 
had icroH to t^e note the^d give me back ; and tha 
lost three maiket-days since^ going to the town, i 
paying a teeiher eveiy time to Browny the bell-mia 
advertise it^ and etiU and all I never was able to 
the owner, and had all the tnmble and ezpenae 
nothing. 

Midiadihe Owk — ^And now, lira. Elyiui Phe pronosai 
the word I^ing], what harm would a little lamingk 
done yon about the same dirty piece of paper! 809 
was taking a drop behind the tea-chests tl»B same di 
and when yon were gone oat^ I heard the grocer and 
man lauglung enough to crack their sides : it was si 
take a rise out of you they done it^ and nothing daa 
ivBS drinking at the time with Tom Blanche the taika^i 
arguing Scripture with him. The dawny little cnn 
was pretending that a tailor was the first trade ; *tat,'m 
he, < didn't Adam sew fig-leaves together fixr aproai'i 
himself and Eve f Well, the company looked at hia^ li 
at one another, and at me, as if they thought there was 11 
going beyond that ; but I only took a pull at the pot 
beer that was before us, and says I to him, ' Mr. BlaneiK 
you little sprishan of a tailor, who made the needle for bin 
will you answer me that?' I didn't leave a word in W 
cheek ; and I was obliged to take a pull out of eveiy oMi 
pint, and left town in great spirits. By the time I p 
home, however, I was very cross and Umchous, and g»' 
Moll a black eye, for she aggravated me just as if I ^ 
sober. Troth I wish she*d stay at home, and mind b< 
house and her children, instead of taking her stocking, an 
gossiping in the neighbours' cabins. Well, well, Tm b 
worse off than others, I suppose. I never knew a smith 
have a good wife but one, and that was poor Shan Burf 
and little good it done him, poor fellow ; for while heyi 
hammering ding dong in his forge one day, an idle, talkii 
stnynsfmclh came in, and says he, ' Ah, Shan, you're slavi 
very hard, poor man, and where's the use ? While yoB 
killing yourself, Dick Grimes is keeping company w 
yonv vriiQ at home.' Poor ^^laii ^tv>^^^^ VXi^V^xsacsNRx « 
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'W'as shot; put on his coat and hat, and took to the 
lla Mgh road, and never spent an hour in his own 
use again, but kept going about crazy from that day to 
Ay and all for the one idle word of that vagabone. 
** Oh. Lord/' said he, shutting his fist and grinding his 
^y^ ** wouldn't I like to have the vUlianous make-mis- 
ief before me 1 If I didn't make his bones sore in one 
s minutes, you need never call me Mihal, the Grow 
^^romcich^ again; and all the time the poor wife as innocent 
little Peggy there/' 

The smith was sitting on the same form with the clergy- 
ixi, but nearer the chimney- comer ; and Jemmy Reddy, 
lo -was supplying fuel to the big pot, kept the fire very 
►"b on Michaefs side, but he was so interested in his own 
ixrative that he overlooked the roguery : however, he was 
3liged to keep continually rubbing his shins to mollify 
le irritation. Father James had shut his book, and kept 
oking into the smiths face with such a pretended interest, 
nat all escape from the roasting was out of the question ; 
id the audience were in a most ridiculous state, striving 
) keep in their merriment. However, the fate of poor 
inrke, whom they had all seen, and fed, or lodged in turn, 
brew a sadness over them as the story drew to an end ; 
aid so !Reddy laid aside his tricks. Father James withdrew 
ais countenance, and relief came to the half-roasted shins 
of the good-hearted though bibulous Gow. 

On these occasions the visits of Pat Neil and Bet-na • 
Dheega were particularly desirable; and their squabbles 
and wayward controversies on every sort of subject afforded 
dear Father James much amusement. When Pat was 
about to indulge the company with the tragedy of the Sea 
Captairiy Father James would come to the yard-gate, and 
jhout across the little stream, summoning some of our 
amilj to come and enjoy the treat. 

Well, the white-friars came at last on the potatoes in the 
ig pot : they then proceeded to boU, and were discharged 
I due time into a basket which was placed on a large tub 
eing now poured out on the broad table, and the mUk 
pplied in plentiful -looking noggins, all the poorer neieh- 
urs and a stroller or two were drawn o-ver, ^\i^\Xi^^ ^" 



VOOld 01 80^ nd made to join the family supper. F 
Janw VI OOOMioiis enjoyed the luxnty of hot-cakf 
tMJ Imt nuny Knd many an evening he had ool 
plats of potitoM kid on hie little tabb, and was ind 
witlt ft print (tf hutter, merely to mark the bom 
bstweem hinuwlf and the rest Cheerful chat wee 
doting Hippe^ wad. then the , priest retired, first exact 
aolmn pEomise ttnm H. W. thiit he ^vcmld do the ii 
■iUe with Dttby Lnke dnriag tito enmiog iraek. 

Two 01 time hondiod ohudiesL wcm ueembled i: 
gtM& ohi^it^rud of Qonghbuni in riiont a fint 
aftsnnidi^ wd examined ondar tt» inspectioiL ri 
I^an, tiw Ushop. Our pcxn Either vu fldget^^ 
i^ put of ttts day, bat bJa little Boek did not dB* 
Um; MMJ eron Miby'e iTiniMfiT" atttacted bOh 
QOtiee. 

After the confirmatinn we betook oozaelnft I 
tlizotigh the demeaa^ and lamaonrtosay i^-ii»: 
£tee irith eereial gnen boaghB altmg Colagfat voad, * 
am sum that the pioprietoi has Imig eiiioe fb^iii 
We slept soundly that night after the fatigue and 
fast ; and I am sure that Father James's eveningi 
ni^hte vere happy for some time, on his being lel 
from the harassing anxiety of the past few months. 
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RECONCILIATION. 
> • ♦ ♦ < 

CHAPTEE XXVI. 

THE TORN WEB. 

On Good Friday there was little eaten by the various per- 
sonages of our story except dry potatoes. N^ext day the 
O'Brien family was enlivened by the return of Joanna. 
Every attention had been paid to her during her illness ; 
and now she was much affected by the settled sorrow 
which she could detect in the mood of her young mistress. 
She plied her with questions, and having found out as 
much as she could, she remained nearly certain that Bryan's 
heart was true and his conduct blameless, in spite of the 
strong suspicion of his infidelity. She ascertained that 
Mac Cracken was not received on the footing of an accepted 
lover ; that his suit was not indiscreetly pressed ; and that 
Theresa did not feel herseK privileged to show her dis- 
pleasure at his presence, as it was sanctioned by her father, 
i as her own liberty of choice was not yet interfered 
with. 

Joanna. — Well, by all that's lovely, Til discriminate 
this mystery before I see Monday night. I'll make a cat 
or dog of it ; and if Bryan is a deceiver, I'll deceive Tom 
Sweetman, that's all ; he'll never kneel with me at the 
priest's table, if my turn was never tq come. But some- 
thing tells me that Bryan's heart is in the right place ; by 
my sorikies I'll not rest till I have an equivocal explanation 
from him. 

Theresa, — I will be much obliged, Joanna, by your not 
attempting such a thing. Would it not be as much as 
to show that we were seeking his society without any good 
will on his part % 

Joanna Til conservate both yout digoiVj ^x^sJi. ^-^xn.- 




194 ^l^HE BANKS OF THB BOaO. 

sibility, but for all that 1*11 explore the yeiacity. 
m take good care that we wont be confiscated by 1 
or that Ing porpoise of a Tom. Ah, poor Tom ! ' 
if I break your heart, Td break my own after it ; p 
slob 1 Many a weary walk he got day and night ^ 
was in the sickness ; and he cried down salt tears, ; 
told me when all was over, when he felt my fc 
burning, and heard me raving about you, and Bry; 
himself" Here poor Joanna's tears were trickling dc 
cheeks, and her mistress found herself catching t] 
tagion in spite of her efforts to the contrary. 

In the evening Nicholas made a call, and was do 
agreeable as weU as his chagrin' at Joanna's retoi 
mitted. She saw through his plan well enough, an 
perceive that Theresa's feelings had softened from 
of positive dislike into friendly indifference; a 
resolved that this should not assume a warmer eh 
if it came within her own means to prevent it 

When the necessary scouring, and scrubbing, and 
ening up, which always precedes Easter, was accom] 
and things were looking a little quiet, Joanna, whoi 
was very sweet in giving the simple airs of the c 
ballads, raised the following song in her snug co 
the fire. It is very probable that the selection \ 
made without a design to put her young mistress 
guard against any hasty resolution with regard 
choice of a husband. 

"THE FAITHLESS BBEDE. 

'* I was of late at a noble wedding, 

The bridal of one that proved unkind 
To him that loved her, but was forsaken ; 
But now his image filled her mind. 

** Gay were the guests at that noble wedding. 
And bright the beauty assembled there ; 
As lovely as the star of evening, 

Or moonlight through the summer air. 

^* But there was also her slighted lover, 

That day returned from the field of fight ; 
Great was his anger at the false bride, 
Who BhoxM V» \jaB \.\oa th^^^tx%t:\^v 
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** The wedding supper was now passed over. 
And every g^est was to sing a song : 
The first that sung was the slighted lover ; 
The words to the false bride did belong. 

" * How can you lie on a stranger's pillow, 
You that have been my love so late ; 
And leave me here to wear the willow, 
Pining in sorrow for your sake ? 

" * But if I wear this woful willow, 

It will only be for a month or two ; 
And then rU lay aside the willow, 
And change the old love for the new. 

'* ' Here is the piece of gold that was broken ; 
I kept it safe in a golden chain : 
You gave it to me, a true-love* token ; 
No more with me it shall remain.' " 

" The bride, she sat at the head of the table ; 
Each word he sung she marked right well : 
To bear it longer she was unable ; 

Down at the bridegroom's feet she fell. 



tt I 



A small request I have to offer, 
This request I ask of you, 
That I to-night may sleep with my mother, 
To-morrow night I'll sleep by you.* 

^* This request at last was granted ; 

Sighing and sobbing she went to bed : 
When they woke next morning early, 
There they found the young bride dead. 

** Now all young maids that hear this story. 
To your vows be firm and true : 
Don't be led by lands or money, 
Nor change the old love for the new.*' 

So at last came the bright Easter mom ; and Peggy, 
and Pat, and others were out at sunrise on the top of a 
hillock, to see the sun dancing, just as he came above the 
rim of the earth. Those that did not care to face the 
bright orb with the naked eye, were content to look at its 
image in a tub of clean water. The breakfasts were pre- 
pared early at the two houses, eggs forming an additional 
luxury ; and Edward, who had not been sAi \v.o«i^ iot ^ ^ovv- 
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siderable time, joined Bryan and his mother on their way 
to the chapel. 

It was a delightful walk to Cloughbawn along through 
Colaght ; the warmth arising from the power of the sun's 
rays being combined with the freshness from the shade of 
the trees skirting the road. 

The ordinary life of the farming class at that period, 
and in that neighbourhood, was about the happiest that 
the compiler of this chronicle has ever witnessed, always 
taking for granted that their desires and tastes were in 
accordance with their condition. They had the varied 
operations of the different seasons to keep their minds and 
bodies healthily occupied ; they had the evening's enjoy- 
ment of rest and chat ; they had the Sunday for relLut- 
tion, for meeting their neighbours, and taking quiet walks 
through the soft field-paths, after they had devoted the 
early part of the day to devotion ; and occasionally they 
liad a walk or ride to Enniscorthy, to enjoy the variety d 
toton life for two or three hours. Their rents were mode- 
rate, their landlord kind and indulgent, and they themselves 
able to lay up a trifle, year by year, for the fdture settle- 
ment of their children. 

Mr. and Mrs. O'Brien and Theresa happened to join the 
Koche family at the bridge where the little stream from 
Forrestalstown opens out into the lake ; and there was no 
means, without direct incivility, to avoid travelling in com- 
pany on their way to Cloughbawn. So the usual greetings 
were made, and some constrained conversation went on. 
Theresa carefully avoided any opportunity of conversation 
with Bryan, and he on his part made no advances. Joanna 
was conversing with her young mistress, and if Bryan's 
t^ars had been sharp enough, he would have overheard the 
following dialogue. 

Joanna. — Why then. Miss Theresa, alanna, how can 
you keep up this little spite and perversity to tha.tjoiant 
of a sweetheart of yours 1 I tell you, that if you saw liim 
fiven courting another, you oughtn't to believe your own 
(iyes. Did any one ever hear of a bad action of any kind 
he done, till dirty Sleeveen put his comhether on him, and 
got his spoon in betune "j^ou"^ ^o>« ^om ^^^ ^b»» ^^^\fttn 
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as a mule and as proud as a paycock ; and you will go 
with that conceited half sir of a Mac to the priest ; and 
when you are fast by the nose, you'll find out that that 
poor big boy never loved any one but your own ceann dhu^ 
and never kept unproper company in his life ; and that the 
limb of the divel, Sleeveen, was only circumventing us all 
the time for a reason he has ; and Master Nick will be 
setting up still with the family of the Big House, and 
dancing and singing for their amusement ; and he'll come 
home £sguised in drink, and hang his fiddle behind the 
door ; and it's the cold shoulder and the black face he'll 
be showing to his galley-slave of a wife. Ah ! dickens 
mend her, if she do be in a hurry to tie with her tongue 
what she can't open with her teeth. 

Theresa, — ^Would it not be a little more proper to get up 
a discourse of another kind, or indeed get up no discourse 
at all, but think over the state of our souls, and how we do 
our duties ]" 

The speaker's thoughts and feelings were not in strict- 
accordance with her words. Her lover's immediate pre- 
sence flung its disturbing influence over her ; or rather 
the heart of each was so filled with the other's image, 
and at the same time each was so conscious of the others 
thoughts and feelings, that it was as if they kept up a 
voiceless but intelligible communion filled with sorrowful 
and aflectionate complaints. Still when Bryan, sick of 
keeping up an appearance of indifference, would throw a 
backward glance upon her dear figure, the face would be 
cast down or turned aside, though she had the instant 
before been furtively scanning tl^e form so dear to her still, 
in spite of its owner^s supposed infidelity. 

Joanna resumes, — ^Well, glory be to God : He is stronger 
than the old one even with Sleeveen to help him ; and if I 
was to wear my old pumps to the welts, I'll serenade the 
barony of Bantry over, ox find out the root of the villiany. 
Ah.! here comes good-natured Peggy Donovan and her 
husband from Eimiseorthy, and little Harry along with 
them ; I suppose they want to give themselves one real 
holiday. Ach ! how could Peggy that spent three <\uaTtA7t* 
^f her hie oat in the open air, smd ne^et ^«ka ^mV >\v ^^^ "*• 

d 



IpS THE BANKS OF THE BOBO. 

closo room, except when she was iu school, bear to he im- 
prisoned in that little meal and butter shop in Harkei- 
street with her husband !" — " Would she bear it better, do 
you think, without her husband ]" — "Ah, don't take mop 
till we're down ! Now, please goodness, Til find oA 
something that will throw light on the Ennisooi&y 
doings," 

That morning when starting for Mass, I had the pleasoie 
of joining my old school-fellow, Miss Margaret Donovan 
that was, but now Mrs. Marcus Kavanagh. Our proper 
destination was Courtnacuddy, but both parties were deri- 
rous of meeting our friends in common, the Eoches and 
(J'Briens, at Cloughbawn. I overtook them on the hill 
above Och-na-Goppal, and Mrs. Kavanagh and I went 
over our school life with Mr. and Mrs. Bowers. Peggy 
was as handsome and as innocent a young country giri 
as ever I saw. She was tall, and her features wore redo- 
lent of artlcssness and content. I never saw the trace 
of a sulky or evil expression on them during years of 
acquaintanceship. Her countenance gave you the senaa- 
tion of the taste of a sweet apple saved from being insipid 
by a very slight dash of acid ; for Peggy was arch as well 
as cheerful, and if ever there was an innocent rogue she 
was one. Her husband was a plain plodding man of 
})usine88, al)out an inch shorter than his wife, for my dear 
old playfellow was very tall for a woman. 

W(j enjoyed our walk up the sheltery road of Glan- 
luuin, and had the pleasure of meeting our friends at the 
cross of Colaght. I should have before stated that Peggy 
and her husband were on an Easter visit at her father's, 
whose house adjoined the stony lane that connected Court- 
nacuddy with the village and deserted mine-works of Kaim. 

When the first confused and fragmentary greetings were 
ov(jr, and every body had kissed or shaken hands with every 
()th(}r body, according as age, sex, or circumstances per- 
mitted, Peggy joined Theresa, and poured out a stream of 
fjuestions and information ; and every moment her hearty 
laugh would fling rays of spiightliness round us all. While 
her own exuberant gaiety communicated itself in different 
d(^,grecs to every one, she took no notice of any sadness, for 
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she looked at every one through the medium of her own 
aappy temperament ; but when this outpouring of pleasant 
spirits had somewhat calmed down, she took notice (»!' 
Bryan's restrained air and Theresa's melancholy. To s«»e 
my thing disagreeable in her way, and not endeavour to 
remove it^ was out of the question ; so she began to ask very 
dmbarrassing questions, just after we had passed Mr. 
Watt Greene's gate, and had shaken hands with Martha, 
and Eichard, and Becky, and enquired about the little 
ram and her young ones, and got a slap for our impudence ; 
for poor Eebecca had been roasted over and over about the 
jame unlucky queen of birds. We were now \oo near the 
;hapel to enter on a list of grievances ; so Peggy strove t<> 
stifle her impatience ; and after entering the little house i}i 
worship, we endeavoured, not very successfully, to brin^^ 
our thoughts and feelings to a tone more in unison with 
the solemn act of worship in which we were about to join. 

What a variety in attitude and expression might be wit- 
Qossed during the celebration of Mass, and in a confiue^l 
(pace of the same chapel ! Here the lazy, indevout Sleeveeu, 
uaeeling on one knee, mumbling a prayer now and then, 
istlessly staring around him, and the whole air of the 
nan saying so plainly, " I wish it was all over :'* there, 
Pat and Peggy reading the prayers for the bare life, and 
Looking up every now and then for fear the priest might 
have got before them in the liturgy. Joanna is also dili- 
gently reading her Gahan's Catholic Piett/f and giving a 
vigorous thump to her well-meaning bosom now and then, 
3ut letting her eye wander involuntarily at times to where 
Tom Sweetman is pursuing his devotions under the same 
iifficulties. Theresa, Bryan, and the rest were all seeni- 
ngly very intent on following the course of the service in 
;heir Ket/s, or PietySy or Manuals, with all the (filigence and 
levotion they could muster. If their attention momentarily 
BV^andered, they soon recalled the truant, and strove to 
nake up for the neglect by renewed fervour. 

Mr. Roche and some of his class had no need of keeping' 
^ateh over their senses. Owing to a long settled habit of 
levout abstraction of their minds from owUx^tvi ^^t^^v^^ 
heir souls were wrapt in one act of adoiatioii i^oxa "^^/^w- 



200 



THE BANKS OF THE BORO. 



ning to end of the Mass. Zealons souls of this kind feel by 
anticipation a slight foretaste of future bliss in freedom 
from distraction, and undisturbed contemplation of passages 
of the life of the Saviour, or other subjects of meditation. 

We are again on the return homeward, the children 
rejoicing in a chase after each other to restore their limbs 
to their usual state after the hour's forced inaction. 

Mrs. Eavanagh was not long about securing the attention 
of Theresa and her mother, and inquiring the cause of the 
coolness between the families, and of the young people being 
so intent on avoiding each other. There&i was too con- 
fused or too much aifected to give her a clear answer; bat 
her mother, after a little hesitation, mentioned Sleeveen'i 
information on the evening of the collation in Back-lanei 
** Oh, the lying serpent !*' said Peggy, "and have you lei 
the words of such a liar as Sleeveen outweigh your own 
knowledge of the innocence of Bryan's past life 1 Yon 
simpletons ! the woman that gave this terrible message wm 
no other than myself; and it was chiefly about him bring- 
ing some com to us next market day." The women, with 
flushed cheeks and throbbing bosoms wavering between 
hope and fear, mentioned then the particulars of the alleged 
message and the threatened visit to Castleboro. 

Mrs. Kavanagh. — Well, to be sure ! If Sleeveen is not 
a good dish-maker he is a capital turner. I suppose yon 
know Biddy Foley that lives in Money tummer." "We 
know there is such a person, but that's all." " She lived 
with us a couple of years since, and not being satisfied with 
good bread and payment for eating it, she married a yonng 
labouring man of the town. Things did not go on to their 
wishes after marriage, till at last he got a situation as care- 
taker, or yaj*d clerk, or some such office, at Mr. Sparrow's 
in the Shannon ; but lie was obliged to be night and day 
on the premises. Poor Biddy was soon in a condition 
when she could do little for herself in town, and she bai 
now been at home for some time with her mother in 
Moneytummer, nursing her child. Ihe message that was 
so neatly twisted by Sleeveen was one that I really gave 
to Michael Redmond, who was to tell Bryan, when he 
would be jJassing "by hia\iou?>ei,\io\^\.^\^^lV\vvs^sha4;tlw 
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SO go and talk as long as you like : you need not be at th( 
expense of much of the conversation ; my good wonuui 
will bear five quarters of it : so fire away." 

Ah ! what a tide of sweet and tumultuous joy WS8 
dancing through Bryan's veins in a few minutes I as Teggj 
(with great caution for her) was unfolding the web liy 
which the minds of the two women had been blindfoldei 
She did not criminate any one by name, but Bryan eanlj 
guessed who wore the plotters and workers of the contd' 
vance. At present his heart had room only for gratefol 
and jo3'ful feelings ; and by some simple manoeuvring Peggj 
and he soon strayed over to Theresa and her mother. 
Very little was said, and that little with some restraint^ af 
there had not been as yet any formal declaration; bnl 
loving hands soon found each other out, and affectionate 
looks were interchanged ; and sunshine once more lighted 
u]) the chambers of their souls, so lately darkened by the 
gloomy vapours of distrust and estrangement. 

Mr. O'Brien was sensible of things so progressing as to 
work his disappointment, and do him serious ill by the 
upsetting of his cheriHhed design. Hence he made fre- 
(luent attempts to })r(jak up the hostile groups by intruding 
his unwelcome presence among them ; but most of hia 
fellow- wayfarers had some inkling of the turn things were 
taking, and by tacit consent a coalition was organised, and 
Mr. O'Brien found that so simple a thing as joining the 
group of women was not to be eflbctijd. Some favourite topi( 
of his own was started ; some question required his help ii 
order to be solved, or some jibe was launched at those uxo 
rious people, who could not be ha])py unless whenfastenet 
to their wives' apron-strings. "With distracted thoughts b 
j)reten(led to take interest in the current discussions ; bu 
ut last, when he caught the unwelcome sight of the joinin 
of hands, he broke through all the rules of eticjuette a 
known in these remote regions, and joined the group. 

Ilis proceedings were judicious in fact, but very u« 
less. The estranged hearts once more beat in sympathy 
and their owners could afford to observe silence toward 
each other; their souls enjoyed a mystical communioi 
and their walk home was a joyous waking trance. 
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Mrs. Eoche's high spirit had hitherto prevented her 
from making any advances towards cordiality with the 
O'Briens, or even attempts at an explanation ; besides, she 
dreaded a lapse into roughness of language, for her temper 
was a little inflammable, as perhaps has been already hinted. 
Her open-hearted, generous disposition was so much 
in her way in appreciating O'Brien's close and tortuous 
disposition, that the motives of his actions were perfectly 
incomprehensible to her, and she felt no real resentment 
towards him ; but it was a different matter with the women. 
She was thoroughly persuaded of their unselfish characters, 
and could not maJce a guess at the cause of their sudden 
coldness to Bryan. And now her curiosity was great, both 
to discover the cause of the late coldness, and the present 
puzzling reconciliation. Herself and husband, and the 
other family, and the Kavanaghs, now intermingled ; and 
after some failures the conversation assumed an interesting 
character. It might be likened to the regular pouring of 
water from a jar, after the first few irregular gushes. Mr. 
O'Brien only was out of humour, and he closely watched 
every opportunity of throwing a chill on the agreeable and 
lively conversation. 

Peggy had many inquiries to make after her former 
companions and school-fellows, and in the glow of her 
good humour and gaiety, the hearts of the company felt 
drawn to each other, as some substances are brought 
within the influence of each other's attraction by the agency 
of the hquid in which they are infused. 

The return formed a pleasant contrast with the going 
out in the morning. That walk had the same agree- 
abilities arising from fair weather, a fine shaded road, plea- 
sant views of the great fields on the side of Toman- 
early and Tinnock, the little wood rising from the 
stream, the castles old and new, and the spreading lawns 
and lakes ; but the present stroll had in addition the 
charm of the reconciliation of two true and affectionate 
hearts. The Kavanaghs and H. W. parted from them at 
Colaght, but not until we were bound by solemn promise 
to spend Monday evening at Edward's, where the t^Q 
families wonJd he assembled. 
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'We had a pleasant walk oq that evening fro 
cuddy to CastJeboro bridge. Aa we wont, wi 
on the happiiieaa tliat was likely to eaaue from tl 
meeting of Mrs. Kavanagh and Theresa, and 
Bcioualy connected this pleasant subject with th 
the evening, the hazy, soft sides of the Whit 
and Blackstairs, the emerald green, of the castlt 
nieadowB, so beautifuUy relieved by the darl 
the beea and tliedi broad shadows cast on the si 
Kavanaghmentioued that fine views in fine wea 
to her much £ner on Sundtys and holidays thi 
ing days ; and Charles Redmond anppoaed thi 
days onr minda being oc<:Dpied with cares of 
had no time to dwell on tbeee common deligfa 
any enjoyment from them ; but as we have uot 
dwellings closed on Sund^s, we leay? onr 8€ 
act as doors and windows, open to all the ag 
pressions arising from sights, and sonnds, and < 

We found mother, an! daughter, and J 
another girl milking the cows in ttie paddock a< 
farmhouse! and Bryan, and Tom, and now C 
officiously giving their assistance, or rather hi 
operation. Alas ! we call up before our menta 
image of a fair, good country girl milking he 
tine summer evening, with her intended huaba 
ing to keep the animal quiet, which, all the t 
for nothing better than to be relieved of her te 
curabrance, and to enjoy the pleasant task of ( 
cud. We pause with pleasure on the recolle< 
group, and looking out in the street in the < 
evening, in this our comparatively moral city 
we catch a sight of dissipated young rascals re 
and holding such conferences with gaudily-d 
laughing, but wretched creatnres, who once we 
of their parents — holding such converse with thi 
dehght to hear ; and we think of the amount of 
heaped up in. the twenty-four hours even in tl 
moral and religious city of its size, perhaps, in 

When milking is over, we of the rougher n 
yited to bear a bajid in taatonn^o.-^'Cae. wi-^V^ 
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.: and to distribute hay to themselves and the horses. 
^ We fasten up the cows, and repair to the haggard ; and 
L' Edward, getting on the lower platform of the hayrick, cuts 
». with a knife, whose handle is at right angles with the 
^ blade, a strand of hay — pressing on the haft, and forcing 
3 the blade downwards in continuation of the upright section 
jt alieidy made. While doing so, he proceeds at our request 
3: to enlighten us on the present position of his affairs : — 
^ " Now, friends, Komans, and lovers, the year of pioba- 
^ tion has nearly expired. I have prepared a temporary 
IS home for my bride ; and I recommend any very lazy 
:; person in my circumstances to calculate his endurance of 
31 mtigue, and anxiety, and uncertainty before he brings 
g. SQch. a responsibility on himself. You may suppose that 
-.- out of my school emoluments I have been able to lay by but 
~j little ; and as I have gone entirely contrary to my father's 
^ wishes in my choice of a profession, and as his love of 
5j money is, to say the least, very sincere, I do not expect 
^ much from. Ins generosity. You know my disinclination 
l^ to steady labour of any kind ; but I am sure you would 
^ give me very great praise if you could have witnessed my 
> exertions during the last month.'* 

^ Charles. — Like most persons of active minds, you are a 
^^ model of bodily laziness. When you are really obliged, you 
^ are very diligent for a time, but see how soon you resign 
"j yourself to sloth when you no longer feel the spur. Go 
V on, 
^ Edward, — You would give me some credit if you could 

have seen me making the chimney in our httle home. 
I Yes, my boys, I had no choice of a tenement. One was 
.'. eat out for me from its locality, and as belonging to the 
j! little bit of land I have taken ; and the labourers being all 
. busy with the spring work, I fixed the chimney- wattles in 
I the mantel-beam, wove them well with stout briars, and 

plastered the inner surface with tough mortar. I have 
: . left myself bare enough with purchasing the . necessary 
'^ furniture, and sowing a pretty patch of potatoes, at which 

* I wrought like any clodhopper ; and the week after next I 

* hope to be lord of a happy little home, with my loved and 
"^'^ loving Mttle wife converting it into a paraA\a^\i^ V<s^ Y^<i- 



2o6 THE BANKS OP THE BOBO. 

sence. How delightful it will be to wait on her, and 
welcome her to her future home ! And then to feel that 
your bother and worry is over, and that yon wont be 
pestered brushing your clothes, nor reckoning your things 
for the wash ; but that you have a careful head and loving 
heart to relieve you of these domestic annoyances. 

Bryan, — And what do your people think of all thisi 
Edward. — That^s the most unpleasant part of the business. 
My father has ceased to take much interest in my welfare \ 
and when my mother mentioned the matter, he was very 
tart on her \ said * that it was her indulgence and desire 
to give me a taste for reading that spoiled me, and left me 
unfit for steady business ; and that I need expect no help 
from him as I never followed his advice.* He does not 
seem to like to hear anything more about it ; and I do not 
know whether I shall inform him of my marriage till it is 
over. I cannot persuade my mother or Theresa to feel any- 
thing like the love for Eliza that 1 could wish. They say 
it is about the most foolish thing I could have done— to 
bind myself to a hasty marriage, myself and my wife being 
both so young and so poor ; and that unless for the good- 
ness of God alone, I may expect an uncomfortable and 
trying time of married life, when I find that I have brought 
a soft young creature under such responsibilities as will 
naturally follow the step ; especially when I see her in 
sorrow, and privations, and trouble, and find myself cut off 
from every chance of advancement. As I entered on a 
solemn engagement with Eliza they could not think of my 
breaking this engagement, but they are very much cast 
down about the probable result. They said at first that 
the acquaintance was too slight to justify so speedy a be- 
trothal ; but as there cannot be a drawback now on my 
part with either honour or honesty, they only encourage 
mo to diligence, and pray that everything may turn out 
better than their expectations. 

" After some of these conferences, I feel terribly dismal ; 

and I have sometimes lain on my back on the sod for hours, 

with my brain seething, and my ideas, instead of arising 

mxtuvdWy one from the other, c\\^^\w^ each other in and 

out, as I have seen "bits oi coYoxxt^ m \Xve e^5XiSXi\\A^^^ 
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iiagic lantern. In these moments of turmoil I sometimes 
lancy that aflfection has completely disappeared from my 
beart ; but when the storm is past, then I always find it 
igain ; and when I see my betrothed next, and take her 
soft hand in my own, and she tarns to me with her large 
loving eyes, I feel these misgivings no more than I could 
bring on a shivering fit on a hot summer's day by thinking 
on the frost of last winter. 

Bryan, — I am going to forestall my expected brotherly 
privileges by telling you what I am afraid will prove your 
worst enemy through life if you don't overcome it in time. 
You are about the most impatient of any person I ever 
knew. When any long, dull, regular business has to be 
done, or when you are obliged to wait any length of time 
for some expected good, you act like one of those little 
boys, who, instead of coming quietly down a staircase, step 
by step, shoot down the bannister rail at the risk of break- 
ing their necks. Maybe its the great number of story- 
bboks that you have read, that makes the common things 
of life round you appear so dull and tiresome. When you 
have no lively story to feed your imagination, you look out 
for some exciting thing in real life to occupy your thoughts 
and affections. 

Redmond, — I think, Bryan, that you are putting the car 
before the horse. In my opinion, it is the restless craving 
for some novelty or excitement that has made Ned so fond 
of hunting out story books and novels, instead of the books 
producing the restlessness. The poor fellow was leading a 
humdrum life, teaching little children how ^ An — old — 
man, — one — day, — found — a — rude — hoy — in — one — of 
his — trees, — stealing — apples, &c.,' for eight or nine hours 
a day ; and besides, he had no companions of sympathetic 
taste : in fact, there was a big void in his head and heart, 
and the comely young lady filled both at once in a very 
refreshing manner. Well, well ; let us not halloo till we 
are out of the wood ourselves : Ned cannot say, at all 
events, that we are neglecting to use the privileges of 
friends. , 

Edward, — Indeed I think yon are not otjlV^ "vj^^v^, \ivi^» 
abusing them into the bargain. Wait. 'WYkftTL '^^xjl V«^i^ 
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passed an evening or two at our little fireside, I will 1 
some cariosity to know if yonr present opinions suffer 
change. Come, come : bear a hand, and help me with 
hay into the stable-loft, and we will sit down there fo 
while, and consider the subject more at our ease than h 

The door of the stable-loft was on a level with 
grassy floor of the haggard, and so we had only to waUt 
with our loads. Immediately after, Sleeveen, who 1 
been lying perdu in the other side of the vefy rick 
were employed on during this conversation, left his c 
resting place, entered the stable, and concealed him 
behind a barrel and some loose planks. Hiding places 
hay-ricks are scooped out by country boys of a mischiev 
and comfort-loving turn. They are delightful little bon 
when the weather is sharp, as there are materials at hi 
to stop the entrance, and make it as warm as a nest 

When we were lying at our ease on the hay, after fill 
the rack, Edward resumed his confidences, which, togetl 
with the amendments and remarks of the others, n 
appear at a more suitable stage of this history. Town 
the conclusion, the voice of Joanna was heard outside 
the yard : "Mr. Edward, and Bryan, and Charley, and a 
body else, are you there if ycz please V 

Charles. — And if we don't please to be here, what tiu 
Joanna 1 

Joanna — Nothing, but that you won't get the la 
scrimshin of the nice hot cake. The tap accapaffement a 
the new traynor are all deranged ; and if you stay tin 
shanaching you won't have the fedlity of getting fl 
dawny cup from the young mistress's white hands ; aiu 
suppose some of yez don't love the same white hands w 
the taper fingers. Don't hurry yourselves : Sleeveen, a 
Pat Neil, and myself will be able for all that's left. 

Here there was a noise of feet on the loft, all brid 
shufiiing towards the door ; and Joanna, dreading an in 
sion, took to her heels, and got in before them. The e? 
lug's business commenced; and the reader may fanq 
his or her pleasure an accompaniment of tea- pouring, 8ii| 
tilling, cake-bnttering, and cake-demolishing, along 19 
8ly jokes, and pressing, and «Ai tVift othar ai^^aratus. 
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CHAPTEE XXVII. 

A DISCOURSE ON TASTE. 

The master of the house was tolerably at his ease, notwith- 
standing the late defeat, as Sleeveen had taken an oppor- 
tunity of whispering to him, as he was crossing the yard, 
that he was now convinced of Bryan's double dealing, and 
had it again in his power to damage his cause, from what 
he had just heard passing between himself and another or 
two. " Master," said he, " do you only take care that Mr. 
Edward won't have any private conversation with the 
young mistress before he sets out to-morrow for his school ; 
and if he sends her any message before Friday next, see 
that she doesn't get it ; and if we don't settle Mr. Bryan's 
hashy I'll give you leave to call me a fool. Ah, masther ! 
rm afeard I've brought the ill will of the two families 
down on my back, and my old bones is getting very stiff, 
and to please you, masther honey, I went in this last 
business a little beyond the bounds of the bare truth, 
though it wasn't at all the invintion they said it was ; and 
there's a station at Art Curran's in Toraanearly next week, 
and maybe it would be betther for me to think of makin* 
me sowl. It's ten years since I was at a priesf s knee, and 
rU have a hard job of it. And what good would the acre 
of land and the ten guineas be to me an' I in every one's 
mouth, and no one speaking a word to me, or darkening 
the door of my little cabin to come in and have a friendly 
bit of talk of a long evening ]" Mr. O'Brien guessed very 
well the real object of this speech, and managed to appease 
Sleeveen's scruples with a little trouble. 

So the master of the house, relying on Sleeveen's re- 
sources, was rather social than otherwise this evening. 
He could not, to be sure, afford to indulge in pleasant 
discourse himself, or smile at the attempts of others in 
that line ; but he did not directly snap at any one, nor 
did he interfere when he saw any signs of friendly intelli- 
gence between Theresa and Bryan. However, he thought 
within himself, on these occasions, "Ma^\ie '^^'^at!L\. ^m\, -d. 
bar between you, my Gne people, "beioie a n^^^V ^Q^'s>\r3r 
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Apropos to Mrs. O'Brien making an apology 
imaginary defect in the entertainment, Charles 
wish that no one in company might ever have "v 
before them ; adding, " I have often wished, ma'j 
a king or a great lord benighted at one of our p] 
see how he'd handle his knife and fork, and how 
relish the fare we could give him." 

Mrs. (yJBrien, — Hunger is good sauce, Char 
while his hunger lasted he would like it wel 
The great Kam of Gorey was once out a-hunting. 
long chace ended at last in Monamolin, there al 
bawn. When the excitement was over, he felt ; 
as a hunter ; and the first cabin he met he alig 
going in he bade ' God save aU here * like any 
man, and asked the woman of the house ' if she ( 
him any thing to eat.' * 'Deed,' says the poor w 
have not a thing under the roof I could offer yc 
but a mug of prapeen,^ * Well, well, let me hav 
peen in the name of Goodness ; it is the first tii 
heard of it.' So he watched her while she filL 
mug nearly with milk, and spilled as much oatei 
of a crock in the cupboard as she thought wouL 
and then mixed all with a horn spoon. Whe 
ready she wiped the outside of the mug with 1 
and presented it to the gentleman with many 
He immediately popped his spoon into the mi: 
swallowed the full of it with much relish ; and a 
mouthfulls he cried, * How is it that I have liv( 
without ever getting a taste of this delicious trea 
hearing the name of it V Well, he finished his 
and when he was laying the mug back on the c 
slipped a Spanish dollar into it, and then thankee 
woman over and over, and said that if ever he ( 
way again he would trouble her for another nii 
mixture. 

" When he got home he could talk of nothing 
new discovery ; and he worked so much on the 
the ladies and gentlemen that were on a visit, an 
own lady and family, that they all felt some 
about it So at breakiasVUm^ ivexX. Tii<^YL\\w«^^\v^ 
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cook bring up a bowl of the stuff made after his own 
directions. Spoons were famished to the company, and 
all introduced their weapons into the bowl, and began to 
taste the new delicacy very gingerly. ' Ah, what epicures 
you all are !' said the great Ram himself ; * swallow it like 
people of good taste.* Well, they did their best, but with 
very little pleasure to themselves, but then it would not 
become weU-bred people to be making fewes before com- 
pany ; so some of the delicate ladies suffered a trifle. 
* Dear me,' said the master, * how squeamish people are ! 
(he used nicer language than that, but the meaning was 
the same) — how squeamish we are,' says he : * give me a 
spoon.' So he took a good bit, and looked very foolish, 
striving to get it down. 

*^ He then wiped his mouth, drank off a cup of tea, and 
rang for the cook. * Ma'am,' said he to her, * what have 
you put into this villainous hasty-pudding V * The best 
new milk and oatenmeal, please your honor,' says she : 
' ask the butler and dairy-maid if you like.' He looked 
her full in the faqe, but there wasn't the shadow of a lie ou 
it. I do not know what he did next. Some of us would 
have shaken our heads, and looked puzzled ; at any rate, 
he paused, and while every one was striving not to laugh, 
he looked briskly round and cried out^ * Oh ! I see how it 
IB : my entertainer used a delfrnxxg and a horn spoon. I 
suppose there is no spoon of horn in the house; take away 
the dish. I engage, though, that if any of you follow the 
hunt with me to the same place, and call at my little 
viroman's again, you will find that I did not praise her 
entertainment a bit more than it deserved." 



> ♦ ♦ ♦ < 



CHAPTER XXVIII. 

INBDITED MEMOIRS OP DEAN SWIFT. 

At this point Joanna became spokeswoman. " I dunna 
was the Ram you spoke of the same that tossed Dean Swift 
into the ditch one day. I heard some one telling once, 
that the Dean was driving along quietly in his gig, when 
the great Bam was coming by, with h\s cama^^ «:a.^ «s:sw 
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horses ; and the road was so narrow that the Dean's poor 
little equipage was pitched into the dyke. When he 
recovered himself, he asked who done it, and when he wag 
told, he said it was a burning shame that 

** England's pride and Ireland's glory 
Should be thrown in the ditch by tibe big Ram of Gorey.** 

Mrs, O'Brien. — Many queer things are told of the same 
Dean Swift and his boy. It is said the first time they met^ 
the boy was minding pigs along the side of the road. 

* Who owns these bonyeens, my brave boy V said the Dean. 

* Their mother, please your reverence,' was the answer. 

* Ah, ha ! and may I ask who is your own father V * To 
be sure, sir : only mind the pigs for me till I run in, and 
ask my mother/ Well, the Dean laughed heartily, and 

•went on. Some time after, as he was sitting in his study, 
in walked the same boy with a sahuon by the gilla He 
laid it across the Dean's lap, and said his father sent it 
to him. * Ah, my boy !' said the Dean, ' it is a pity 
that your father has not taught you better manners. Sft 
down here, and 1 will show you how to act next tima' 
So the boy sat down in the Dean's chair, while himself 
went out of the room with the fish in his hand. He tapped, 
and the boy bade him come in. When he entered he saw 
the urchin with his rabbit-skin cap still stuck on his head, 
a book in one hand, and the Dean's spectacles on his nose. 
Well, the Dean thought this too much of a good thing, 
but he did not let on. He took off his hat, made a genteel 
bow, and said, * My father has sent me with this fish, 
hoping your reverence will please to accept it.' * Oh, very 
good,' said the lad, looking at the Dean over his spectacles ; 
' I am much obliged to your father : he is a worthy man, 
and you are a smart, good boy. Here is half a cro^vn for 
you ; take the salmon to the kitchen, and tell the cook 
that I wish her to give you your dinner.' ' Oh, the young 
thief !' said the Dean to himself : * how neatly he has 
walked down my back ! Catch me giving him another 
lesson in politeness.' However, he found the boy to be 
trustworthy and honest, though he was crafty and arch,, 
and he made him his seivanX.. 
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" One morning, as they were setting out on a journey, 

lie found his boots unpolished ; and all the excuse the boy 

made was, * that there was no use polishing them, as they 

would be as dirty as ever before night/ The master made 

no remark ; but when breakfast hour was past, and the 

boy reminded him that it was time to get something to 

eat, he answered, * What's the use in breaking our fast I 

we would be as hungry as ever before night :' so the boy 

was conquered this time at his own weapons. He 

said nothing, however, but rode on silently after his 

master. 

" After some time, another traveller came up, and began 
to converse with the boy ; and he asked him * who was his 
master.*' * Sure,' said he, ' if s the great Dean Swift.' * And 
where are you going, if it's a fair question f * To be sure 
it is : we are going to heaven.' * By my word, 1 never 
knew before that this road led in that direction.' * Well, 
I'm sure I wish you could point out a better : my master 
is praying, and I am fasting.' So the Dean, who was listen- 
ing with all his ears, though he pretended to be reading, 
took care to turn into the first house of entertainment they 
met, and order a good breakfast for both. 

" They say that he turned him oflf one time for getting 
drunk : and though he could get a great rewarcl from 
Government if he chose to inform on some of his niastr^r's 
writings, and though the Dean refused him any assistanc", 
when he was nearly starved, he still held out most loyally. 
So when the Dean was out of danger, the first thing ha did 
was to bring back his faithful follower, and they nrjvor 
again quitted one another till death parted them. Ah a 
token of his attachment, he got his servant's tomb settled 
between his own and the wall, inside of St. Patrick's 
Church." 

Mr. Eoche, — I believe, ma'am, we have not got that [)art 
of the story right, at all events. Wherever their iK^rli^.H 
lie, their monuments are not near each other. Thorr; in a 
•flag fastened to the wall, inside of a bye-entrance into tin- 
church, in memory of William Magee, the J-)ean'H faith Cul 
servant The first things I looked fox, oucftvjVviW \ wwv, wV 
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DuUin, wera the moniimeiiiB of the Dem and Ins na. 
The Deui'e own statae, as tu down as h]» hreaa^ iiil 
aome diatanee up in the mSL I efeood along time hwkn| 
at it : tbue was a Yerj heary stem look about it^ bntth 
epitaph waa in Latin, and I wasn't seholar enoai^ toiHta 
out me sense. 

Joanna, — ^They say when the Dean was dyings he 1»» 
thought himself of hecoming a Catholie. So he told 111 
minister that was attending him, that he was dyiiff il 
peace with all the world except one Popish priest^ ndni 
he could liot fbrgive. The minister then told him, asl 
was only right he should, that he must fingi've erety oml 
ftiend and enemy, or he could not get entrance into h m i m 
'Ihafs a hard case,' says the Dean; <andsadithhupiatli 
donetomel WeU^well: iflmust^Imust: aendmrUW: 
he's Father So-and-So of Dirty-lane chapeL' And so ftl 
priest came^ and the minister waited in an oatside tottlk 
till at last he thought they were too long tqgeliMC; il 
getting uneasy he |»uuied in the door, and what did Imsb 
but tl^ priest anomting the siok man< 'Oh, yoa inmhi' 
tor,' says he^ 'if ever you rise out of that, FU make afeo^. 
show of you.' 'And if ever I do,' says the othei; M 
enough, ' Til have your gown pulled oif your shonldeis ftr 
bringing a Popish priest to a dying man that's not strong 
in his mind.' Edward having read more than Joansi. 
hinted that this need not be considered the stark naksd 
truth, as the poor Dean had been an idiot for some time he- 
fore his death, in the very hospital he himself had founded 
[He died in the Deanery in Kevin-street]; but the new 
ight this circumstance threw on the suDJect was not 
received with much gratitude. 
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CHAPTER XXIX. 

"pish (and other) tattle." 

There was a short interval allowed for meditation on these 
recovered passages of Irish biography, after which Mb. 
Roche took up the theme ; " Thi^ D^«aD!% «ftls&.oiL remindB 
me of the laziness oi oni own mekXL «eA\«s^^. ^^S^ssi^^^ 
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see a big salmon-trout, much less a sahuon. Not aU as orif 
as the family of Daniel F., the luckiest fisherman from 
Grange to Moneytucker." 

Charles. — Poor Dan ! Many a day I watched him 
flinging up dozens of fine fat trouts out of the Bore, with 
his poor little fishing-rod of ozier, and equally poor 
line of cow or horsehair, while gentlemen with varmshed 
titensils, wheels, cat-gu^ and every convenience of the 
nicest kind, could not get the ghost of a bite. I b^ 
pardon, Mrs. Roche, for interrupting you. What about 
Danf 

Mrs, Roche. — ^Daniel once caught a fine basket of fish, 
and brought them up to the castle ; they were always fond 
of fresh iish at the castle ; whatever is the reason, Protes- 
tants are fonder of fish than Catholics. So Daniel brought 
up the trouts, and the young ladies came about him to 
admire the nice colours in their scales ; and says one of the 
ladies to Dan : * Mr. F.,' says she, * how does it happen 
that you are more lucky than the gentlemen, let them have 
ever such fine tackle V ' Musha, lady, avoumeen,' says he, 
* myseK doesn't know, if it isn't that the poor trouts knows 
that the gentlemen can do better without them than a poor 
man like me.' 

"Well, the trouts were taken away, and Miss Carew 
went and brought, with her own nice, pearly-looking 
hands, some slices of bread and butter and a cup of tea to 
Dan. About a month before he had got anotner cup of 
tea from the same young lady; the sugar-bowl was kid 
beside it, and his entertainer merely said, * Mr. F., sweeten 
it to your liking,' or some words with the same meaning. 
Daniel not being used to this sort of refreshment, did not 
put in any sugar, but drank it off without a sour look, 
thinking that if it was bitter itself it might be wholesonus. 
On the second occasion, while preparing to swallow thcj 
dose, he innocently asked the name of the beverage. ' TIuh 
is green tea, Daniel,' said she.' So he pulled up resolution, 
took a slice of bread and butter, and putting the cup to 
his lips, prepared to toss it off at a gulp. This tiino 
the tea was sweetened beforehand, Mid. T^rai^^ \toWNR\v\ 
giving Mm notice of the agreeable la&Ve oi \/^«s ^'^^^'^^'^^ ^"^^"^"^ 
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sugar, hn drank it off very leisiirelj, amacked bis lipa, 
laid dowa tho cup, and cried out in a tone of comfcot 
and gratitude, 'All, Mias, jewel I God give yoii a liappj 
death 1 Gramachree waa ffiten tay, "but to the dickeaa 
with eteeeten it to your liking/" 

Joanna ia buBy bustling about and attending, bat joiu 
in the discourse when ahe chooses. " Ab, Mrs. Roche, how 
stories does gather moss, not the same as the stone thafi 
always rowhng ; that's not tbo way I heard it at all. 
Miss Carew brought the cup and saucer in her own hondg, 
Just as you said, and held them out to Daniel, and he all 
the time tiembhng out of shyness, and shaking as if he 
had the ague in his fingers. So he cotch the tay-cup bj 
the handle, and the lady thought he was going to ketci 
the saucer with his left hand, that was fumbling about 
without knowing what to do. So ahe let go the ^ance^ 
and Dan did not take it, and ddwn it came on the flagged 
hall, and was made hrishe of in a minute. 'Daniel,' bsji 
she, ' Avhich of us is the awkward person )' ' Oh, ma'am,' 
says poor Dan, ' I beg forty pardons, but I vow to 
goodness, that I thought the tcauldem was stuck to the 
- platter.' 

Ckarlm Mr. F. was likely enough to do an awkward 

thing, but I think I heard the same stories before ; but il 
wasn't at CHstleboro at ail that they happened, if mj 
informer is right; let Mrs. lloche, and Joanna, and bimselt 
settle it between them. But what I am going to tell yon 
is as true as that Sleeveen wovild eat .Joanna with a grain 
of salt. The same young lady was walking one day in tiu 
meadotr below the old garden in the shade of the lai;ga 
trees, and Dan was fishing on tlie other side, and be wasn't 
long about throwing up a fine tempting trout. < I wish, 
ma'am,' saya he, shouting across the river, ' I could throw 
this fellow over to you, but if I did, it woidd be injured.' 
' Thank you, Mr. F.,' said she ; ' I will try to pitch a 
handkerchief over to you to wrap it in.' ' Sha gti tHei*, 
Miss ; that's the very thing, but if you don't put some- 
thing inside, it will never cross ; put in a atona ■ Then 
is no stone hereabouts, but maybe a half-crown will do 
Bs well.' 'Oh, madam, fbat wo\iii'\»^i«wdoR*A.-Wd<»isn' 



FISH (and other) tattle. 21 7 

iN'ot at all, Mr. E. ; look oat ;' and the handkerchief and 
laK-CTown dropped at Dan's feet at the edge of a little 
K>oL Dan soon sent) the trout to the other side, bnt kept 
coking at the ground very dUigentlj. 'What is the 
natter, Mr. F. 1 1 hope the silver is not lost.' * Oh, don't 
iake any trouble about it, Miss, maybe it will be got ; and 
low sorry I am that you should be so generous !' Still 
lihe poking went on, and still he exhorted his patroness 
Dot to trouble herself. At last she folded a fellow coin in 
the same handkerchief which Daniel had flung back to 
her, and when it was about half way across, Dan made a 
luck, and shouted out, ' Oh, I see where the thief is hid : 
;hank you. Miss,' and just then the new comer hit him on 
she nose. * Now, ma'am, toill I put the two half-crowns 
ii the handkerchief, and throw them back V * Indeed you 
jhall not, unless you wish to offend me.* *Ah, Miss, if 
tiheie was twenty half-crowns in it, I would not throw 
bhem over if I thought it would offend God break aU hard 
fortune before yourself and all belonging to you !' 

During part of these recreations I happened to sit 
between the " afl&anced," and began to wish for another 
.ocality. I am sure their wishes were in unison, and to 
effect the desirable object I cried out, "Mr. Kavanagh, 
will you allow me a seat next your lady, till we talk for 
bhe tenth time of our school-days together V 

Marcus. — Here is my own for you ; Til take one near 
Mr. O'Brien, and have some sensible talk with him. I 
}hink a more useless budget of nonsense I never listened 
bo before in my life ; meaning no offence." The change 
(vas effected, and the youth and maid seemed ill at ease for 
ben seconds. 

So we discoursed about Mr. and Mrs. Bowers, and their 
ittle cabbage-garden on the edge of the Ross road incum- 
bered with hollyhocks, and Mr. Bowers himself sitting on 
bis chair, with eyes half closed, and a perpetual simper on 
liis face, declaiming against the time lost in learning 
^mmar, and lauding arithmetic and neat handwriting to 
bhe skies (he knew Foster and Gough as well as any teacher 
in Ireland), and crying out when the pupils vf ei^ a tkoM^t 
U>o noisy, *' Silence, you little dogs." 



r 
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"Wliat a fine hand was our old maater at a flouri 
how neatly was bis favourite phrase, Moltcm is 
written and encircled hy birda' winp, or Lngeniai 
that did duty for thorn ! The grateful H. W. deaca 
the slight wear and tear to which the rod was a 
and Mrs. Kavanagh praised the gentle, subdued 
of the mistress, and her care in teaching reading, 
of the needle, aye, and the catechism itself, to the ( 
children, herself being a sincere Protestant. " ] 
heard her make a remark on the catechism or praj 
once, and that was on the subject of Th^ Act of < 
She walked np and down the floor several tiniea i 
at play-hour, when there were only a few pupils ■ 
and repeated more than once, "Oh how can any i 
with truth, ' I love thee, my God, with my who] 
and above all things, and my neighbour ae myself 
aake.' I would be afraid to repeat what I do ni 
Some pupils said that we are only required to r 
' to the utmost of our power, when re 
t her fears were not overcomo. 
of Cloi^hbaivn school, Mr. Moran, 
vile d<^giel about out master, and we were %& vexe 
could be ; for all were attached to the simple, vrell-d 
kind man. I repeated part of it to my literary 
Paddy Quigly, the weaver in Tomenino ; and I ( 
the master shortly after, by giving him my fi-iend'a 
to the attack. I can only remember the first two ve 

" LMt Saturday ereiuii^ I met in my rounds 
A poelii Qukt occaaioued much laagliter — 
A lampoon adjacent imto the iStonc PoiaiA, 
Hat waa made by eome poor poetaster. 



Theni._ 

Pm informed w 

Whatever may be thought of the quality of the 
the spirit of it bad euch an effect on the poor maat 
was a &irish poet himself, tluA he walked in hie 
WmA state, tluwogh &e\dB «a4 iiio^%%Bi««,s»iTn.' 
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near Clonroche, till he reached Tomenine, and all merely to 
letum thanks to his disinterested champion. 

Ah, how deHghtfol were the evenings, as we all, inclnd- 
ing handsome Peggy Donovan, ran and chased each other 
through the pleasant meadows that lay between the school 
and Tomanearly. But we wont take up the evening with 
oar own selfish recollections. The dean's salmon lugged 
in Daniel's trout, and H. W. related a couple of adventures 
of his own, when he was in the habit of angling with unfor- 
tunate earthworms. He never attained to the knowledge 
of flies. 

H, W, — I was once fishing just where Daniel held the 
lucky conference with the lady ; and instead of a trout I 
polled up a strange line and hook &om the bottom of the 
river ; but I had not angled fifteen minutes after this haul, 
when I lost my own tackle in the boughs of one of the 
trees that overhang the bed of the stream. Another time 
I was fishing under the wood just opposite Mr. Tom 
Whitney's, and threw up a trout. The bank of that place 
is considerably higher than the stony bed of the river; 
and, as you all know, there is a pretty broad flat of brush- 
wood and tall dry grass along to the bottom of the hill. 
The trout loosed itself from the hook, and flew up wriggling 
pretty high over the grass-tuft43 and oak-sprouts; and I 
bounded up pretty brisk not to lose sight of him. Just as 
I got to the upper level, I saw a hare scampering away from 
the very spot where I guessed that the trout had fallen ; and 
being taken by surprise, and forgetting his graminivorous 
qualities, I made sure that he had got my captive between 
his teeth, and was running off" with it to devour it at his 
leisure. So fully did this idea take possession of my mind, 
that I pursued the fancied robber with all my speed, not 
at all to secure himself, but to deprive him of his ill-got 
spoiL After a perch or two my ideas righted themselves, 
and I laughed at my ill-timed haste, and leisurely returned 
towards the starting point. There, sure enough, I found 
the lair in a large tuft of grass and sprouts, and the trout 
kicking inside. Thus I frightened the trout by pulling him 
out of the river; the trout frightened tl[i^ TaiK^^ Vj iiJiosi% 
into hia bed; and the hare frightened me e^gs^LXs^ \i€\sv% 
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in such a hurry — a vicious circle of frights, if I audi 
tha term. 

Joanna. — Oh, Harry, yon said one fine long woW 
— gram — aomething; you must learn me the com 
nuneinon of it, and maybe I won't leave a word 
cheek of some people I know. 

CkarUy. — Harry has brought us to tho wood o 
Eathnure ; I will conduct you acroM the rivor to Dr. 
Harry's relation. Now titere ia a man who I a 
would distinguish himself in commerce, or literal 
active pursuits of some kind, if his lot had not fi 
so remote a nook, or if he poseessed any active an 
He is a good poet, a skilful man in common com 
and he haa read every hook within miles of him ; 1 
ia such a mimic i Did any of you ever see him da 
dance of Jemmy Carroll the brogue-maker, or 1 
exploits at the Eahecns t I wish I could give you ; 
of his drollery, but that cornea only hy nature, like 
love, and reading, and writing. Jeiiimy has made brt 
his time for some of the company, l.dare say. An hor 
simpler chaiactei is not in existence, I believe, th< 
does turn in his toes quite naturally. When he 1 
to be in very good humour, he relates this inciden 
youth, and gives a specimen of the dance of ' the Ai 
are gone.' But you would rather see Dr. Kelly imit 
than see the man himself. 

Edieard. — Like the actor who squeeled more m 
than the pig under his rival's coat. Come, Charley 
doctor ifl not here, supply hia place as well as you c 
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MINUBTB, LONG DANOBB, AND MAV-BOTa. 

After a decent share of pressing Charley put as sti 
expression and as complaceilt a smirk on his feal 
they were capable of receiving, and with suitable 
thus gave Jemmy's oration ; — 

" Vwell, sence you must know something o' me t 
days, here it ia ■.—One fine eiuti4a:3, «Xyo\*. W-a 
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ftgone, we all cut a gaach to go out to Scollagh to a dance 
dat was held at de Eawheens. I yos a gay young fella at 
de time, and liad a trifle laid up to buy de weddin' ring. 
I liad on a new Caroline hat, a broadcloth coat wid big 
jralla buttons, an' a special pair o' buckskins, a little crusty 
wid de brogues. Vwell, we stood by a little f while lookin* 
an at de dancers, an' I fancied de girls wor beginnin' to 
teow sheeps' eyes at meself an' me legs uuknownst. At 
last who should come up, an' make a polite curtchy to 
liHwelf, but Miss Katty Vawters, an' she de purtiest colleen 
an de Eawheens, or de seven townlands round 'em. Her 
cap was equal to de driven snow, an' you'd say dat de rain- 
bow had fallen on it out o' de sky, be way of ribbons. 
She had an a pair o' nice well-grazed turn-pumps, and sky- 
t^hie stockins, de fella of de rainbow for a handkecher, a 
nate cotton gownd, and a purple quilted petticoat, good 
enough for de Lady liftinent. 

** Vwell, dere vos a blush in her cheeks, an' a roguish 
smile in de comers of her mout an' eyes, an' says she to 
me, * Mr. Carroll, I'll tance vud you, sir, if you plazo.' 

* Oh, fait. Miss Vawters,' says meself, * I never tanced a 
Btep in me life : many tanks for d' axin.' * Oh,* says she, 
again, * dickens a man o' your legs dere ever vos but could 
tance vwell.' *Gramachree you wor for politeness, Miss 
Katty. De good drop an' de lamin always show dem- 
selves : an' if we are to perform, what tchune will I call 
for V * Your will is my pleasure, Mr. Carroll,' says she. 

* Well, den. Miss,' says I, once more, * What do you say to 

* Tatter Jack Walsh,' or de * Cumulum V * Oh, sir,' says 
de lady, * I tink dem isn't genteel tchunes/ * Well, den, 
Miss Katty,' says 1, ' say only de word, an' here's my heart 
au' pumps at your purty feet.' * Well, sir, let us begin 
wid movin de minuet, and den we'll have *Kill de 
Keerogues' (earwigs), or * Hushin' de Sheep.' ' Wid all de 
vanes o' me sowl,' says I. * Piper, give Miss Vawters and 
meself de genteelest minuet y6u have in de bag, and may- 
be we won't open de eyes o' de Carlow people.' 

"Well an' good, he squeezed de belHss, an' de drono 
began buzzin', an' out comes de beautifulleat aVoT? ^\t ^'csnx 
ever beared, an' I takes me Caroline, and Yio\da \\. mtAvs^ \v\vi 
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arm, and seineB on Kattf be de nice, red, &t Sng 
moved de minuet, meeelf makin' a low bow eve; 
den, an' wavin' me hat, an' me partner holdin' o 
ov her gownd, and kurtchjin so gracefnlly, dat 
and I all de behowiders burst out a laugbin' v 
admiration. 

" When the minuet was over, ' Now, pipei 
' graze your elbow, and give ua ' Tatter de Koai 
laid to — Misa Katty an' meself. Ah, didn't we 
a ring for ouiuelvea, and didn't she humour d' a 
and ribbons, and one hand on her hip ; and was: 
to aee her nice litUe pumps goin' in an' out, a 
ebaped eaajin d/iu (hhtck head) duckin' dis way a: 
de ribbons on it ; an' didn't I play heel an' toe, 
de buckle, and make room for ourselves, wid eve 
flourish, as high as your ahowlders I When de 
over, de company waved deb hata aa' hurraad i 
an' her partner ; an' I give youj my word dat fi 
now dere never vos seen such a cut an de 

It is a jiity that I cannot present in words t] 
aelf-Batisfied expression of Charley's features, a 
the poor simple hero's ordinary look, ae he r 
exploits. Some were striving to restrain their 
hilarity ; others were indulging in open laughter ; 
he jumped out on the floor, and with toea turc 
elbows squared, b^an to copy the actual steps 
fusion ensued. Every one was obliged to get it 
or stand on chairs, so perilous were the awkwarc 
executed, and so lofly were his ticks ; and all 
hia toes most determinedly coniionting each oth< 
arms executing the most eccentric flourishes. 

At last, just as every side was aching, and tl 
of every fece tired with laughing, he was torct 
over; I think he felt a stifihese in his joir 
morning. 

Redmond was obliged to take a etiff glass of p 
his exercise, and so ^11 of animal spirits was he 
few minutes he was ready to join in the converaa 
on. Before out plettaant c>vQtaii^uKai<i\o%€i!aM 
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iirticulars of a long dance and the perfonnance of the 
)ys, which occurred some years previous. This was 
for the henefit of Mr. and Mrs. Kavanagh, and 
^at and Peggy, and one or two others, who never 
) good luck to see these spectacles in person. 
lad the good fortune, about the year 1812, to escort 
ly-boys from Paudh Mor's in Forrestalstown to the 
D Gastleboro, to see some of the performances, and 
he tricks of Mr. Clown and Mrs. Clown, 
an early hour in the afternoon of some Sunday or 
' that fell about old Beltane, some hundreds of us, 
men and boys, were assembled about the bawn and 
irm-house of Big Paddy Murphy, for the May-boys 
ecorating within. To play-goers, impatient for the 
)f the curtain, it is interesting even to get a glimpse 
boots and slippers of the actors and actresses, as they 
id repass behind the screen. (Charley had seen the 
of the Lake ' acted in the market-house of Ennis- 
I. So to us, loitering in the bawn, it was most ex- 
bo catch a sight of ribbon or sash, as boy or girl 
. the passage from kitchen to parlour. After a 
kble pause we had the delight of seeing twelve 
men come forth, accompanied by the same number 
ng women, the boys dressed much more showily 
le girls. They were in their shirt-sleeves, waist- 
oiee-breeches, white stockings, and turned pumps ; 
of bright colours round their waists, and ribbons of 
lue encircling hats, shirt-sleeves, knees, and bodies, 
Dulders getting even more than their due. The girls, 
lair decked with ribbons, were in their Sunday garb; 
• once the admiration of the crowd was given to the 
id their ornaments. To heighten the beauty of the 
;le, out sprung the fool and his wife, the first virith 
lead-dress of skin, a frightful mask, and a goat's 
iescending from it. Though we knew that the big, 
good-natured countenance of Paudh himself was 
I the vizard, we could scarcely refrain from taking 
not being able any more than other children to look 
ugly mask without extreme terror. His wife (little 
Blanche, the tailor) was in an orange-tawny gjawn^ 
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flaming handcherchief, and mob-cap, aud had 
ngly female mask, fitting pretty close to her face, 
first Balute to liia fiienda was a yell, a charge i 
directions, and a funeral thrashing of the crowd 
pea-fumished bladder suspended from a long sti 
Clown had a broom, and used it to some purpose 
found her friends disposed to crowd her. 

" After a few charges and retreats we got into 
order, the performers in front, the fool and his yr 
and behind them to prevent annoyance, and the 
assembly bringing up the rear. In this state is 
the big fields of Tinnock, and proceeded by 
straight fence dividing them till we crossed tht 
tared the grove, and defiled on the castle lawn. 
«e passed alon 
gBome soft coi 

a (the ] 

._ _ . __ ,■ oom^od by othe 

B«t tlwt WM nothing to th« ftm of eeang t1 
. husband, when he found hie domestic repose 
rushing at the libertine, chasing him throagh t 
and bestowing noisy chastisement on innocent i 
alike, till the culprit sued for mercy. The farce 
ciliation succeeded the tragedy. It was affecting 
false siren, 'with apron to eyes and sobs in voice 
to Goafs-beard, and wheedle him into good-hun; 
Sealing the re-union with a hearty embrace, the 
their joy by a new rush on the assembly, and 
them to all points of the compass, amidst shouts 
ter and ludicrooe fright. 

" Alas for defenceless and unpatronized yo 
sides of the walk and the &ont of the sweep 
castle were as thick with spectators as leaves in E 
and we of tender years and short stature could 
glimpse of what was going on, even between the 
beholders, We saw the family of the great hout 
the scene from the first-floor windows, heard 
music, and the rapid pacing of the dancers as t 
in the Binka Fadha, east and west., and the cli 
Paadh's peas ae the tig\iV\>\owQ'b'i»a.i«s liwn^ -■ 
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Fdl slap on the visages of intruders. As for the steps and 
figures we cared not for them, but it would have been a 
delight to see the nicely dressed and finely-shaped dancers 
rushing in and out, and the fluttering ribbons catching the 
Bunlight. Sad and disappointed we stood behind, striving 
k> get a peep over the intervening shoulders, listening to 
&e flying of the gravel, the rattling of the peas, the skir- 
ting of the bagpipes, the screaming of the fiddles, and the 
Aioats that at times were raised for the dancers and the 
gentlefolk. 

It came to an end, and the dancers were taken into the 
3astle and refreshed. It was not uncommon to have bar- 
rels of beer stationed on the lawn on such occasions for the 
refreshment of the country, but whether it was the case or 
aot on that Maytide festival we cannot say. Disgusted 
irith our hard fate, we quitted the scene — so joyous to 
■ome, so joyless to others — and brought peace to our 
bx)abled mind by a homeward walk along the green inches 
by Boro's side. 

The next visit paid was to Mr. Graham's, of the Mill. 
So far the girls accompanied their brothers, lovers, or 
neighbours, but no farther. The after-calls were to Fitz- 
henry's, of Ballymackesy ; to Squire Richards', of Grange 
under Blackstairs; to Mr. Blacker's, of Woodbrook; to 
M%jor Cookman's, of Kilaughrim Wood ; to Mr. Farmar*s, 
to Dunsinane ; to Mr. Alcock's, of Wilton Castle ; and to the 
houses of some clergymen. Wherever they appeared the 
servant girls and those of the immediate neighbourhood 
gladly gave a touch to caps, hair, and handkerchiefs, and 
helped them out in their design to enliven the spirits of 
the country. 

Wherever the night descended on them they continued 
the dance by candlelight, were entertained hospitably, and 
took their rest as best they might. As to undoing their 
ribbon-fastenings, and divesting themselves of their May- 
dresses, nothing could be done. Many a tumbler of punch 
the poor fellows drank at the hospitable houses they visited, 
and many a headache they experienced in early mornings ; 
but they held out with determination tiXV \«^«t^% ^dtift ^w\ 
of the week. On Satwcday we encountexed ovsct xa«rc^ -tsi^w 
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again, but ah, how changed ! Their fieuses weie pale or 
inflamed, their eyes bloodshot, their clothes soiled, theii 
ribbons frayed and dirty, and their frames wearied and 
listless. Six out of the twelve, sans fool and fool's com- 
panion, entered in the afternoon the bawn of Father James 
Murphy of Coolbawn. The good -hearted, hospitable 
l)riest was not at home, but his kind niece was. The 
girls were collected, the jigs and reels and hornpipes were 
achieved, — well or ill, as pleased the fates, — ^refreshments 
were produced and taken, and \vith a farewell from the 
fiddle our half-dozen belated revellers bade adieu, and 
repaired to their homes in Askenfamy, or Kathnure, oi 
Forrestalstown, divested themselves of their londings, took 
a long sleep, and set the troubled minds of their fathers 
and mothers at ease. Many a woman, gossipping with her 
neighbours about this time, would be heard to exclaim, 
" Thank God that May-day can't come oftener than once 
in the year." 

All that our May-boys received for their exertions were 
a deal of fatigue, some illness, and as much as tbey chose 
to eat and drink wherever they held a station. Gold, 
silver, or copper they would not touch. 






So ended Charley's narrative, in which the reader will 
excuse some words and expressions not coming naturally 
in a country boy's way, but found in the books which he 
happeiietl to beg or borrow between Courtnacuddy anJ 
Castleboro. Wishing to crowd as many phases of country 
life as possible into this volume, we give the conversation 
about niunimors and so forth which then ensued, in a 
more condensed shape than it assumed on that evening. 

Of the old ]>astime of niumniing some traces existed in 
the county of Wexford about the period here treated of, and 
even some years later, but they were scarcely found as far 
north or west as the May-dances. The last coni])any wr- 
iwn recall to mind was raised in the neighbourhood oi 
Ijallyhrennan, on the way leading from Clonroche to Eri'- 
Hill. 

Tlioy entertained the chief folk in their neighbourhonJ 
by (locking themselves as l*oA\VeLV?\;v^'o\\>j ^^ Vv\v>>j vi«\i^\^ W^ 
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best tending to present in the most striking manner 
Gtorge, St. Patrick, Oliver CromweUy a doctor, Bedzdub, 
I a devil of inferior pretensions. Tlie time of represen- 
on being arrived, the scene being the hall of the manor- 
ise, the big kitchen of the gentleman-farmer, or perhaps 
bam, and the company being collected, a boy, dressed 
nearly in the style of a Punch or a clown as they could 
oage, came out from a comer, or a portion screened off, 
the next room, according to the circumstances and 
ility, and thus delivered his prologue, waving his bauble 
gracefully as he could : — 

<* Room, room, brave gallants, 
Come give us room to rhyme, 
For I'm come to show my mirth 
And activity in Christmas time. 

*' Active yomig and active age, 

The like was never acted on a stage ; 

And if you believe not what I say. 

Enter in, St. George, and boldly clear Uie way." 

5^. George, equipped with red sash, knee-breeches tied 
b ribbons, large buckles in his shoes, a feathered hat 
h, rim looped up in front, and a wooden falchion pro- 
led with a basket-hilt, came on as the attendant sprite 
iied ; and, making the six broadsword cuts, saluted and 
►ke as follows : — 

" Here am I, St. George ; 
From England have I sprung. 
One of these noble deeds of valour to begin. 
Seven long years in a close cave have I been kept, 
And out of that upon a prison leapt ; 
And out of that upon a rock of stone, 
Where I made my sad and grievous moan. 
Many a joiant I did subdue ; 
I run the fiery dragon through and through ; 
I freed fair Sabra from the stake ; 
What more could mortal man then undertake ? 
I fought them ^ courageously. 
And still have gained the victory. 
For England's right and Ireland's nation 
Here I draw my bloody weapon. 
Show me the man that daares me Bland *, 
I'll cut him down with my courageoiiB bsoid?^ 



n 



218 THE BANKB OF TEE OORO. 

Here entered St. Patrick, in attire Bimilar to that of 
GeoTge, green prevailing in feathers, easfa, and libLc 
He threw himself into fighting attitude, and some bic 
aword cute and guards were exhibited by the two k 
hut all 08 yet in pure courtesy ; — 

" 8t, Patbiok. 
lere, I'm the mui that diwre ;au cluJIenge, 
"Whose couragH \t great ; 
L And with my anoni I make dukea and eafls quak«'." 

"St, Geobqe. 
i* What are you. St. Palriek, but St. George's boy i 
He fed his horse aevon long yenrs on oata and boj, 
And afterwardB be run awny." 

" St. Patwck (tnroged). 
!' J Bay, St. George, you he, bit, 
Pull out yonr Boord and ihry, air. 
~ " out your purse and pay, Mr. 

nm my rapier through your body, and m&ke you nmi 

ITheyfykt; St. Omrgefd 
"St. Fatrioi (t» a fright). 
" A doothor, k doctLu- 1 
Ten pounds for a doctbor I 
Ii Utne ne'er a doctbor to be fotmil. 
To heal the prince of bia deep and deadly wonnd V 

Enter Doctor, in black clothes and three-comered '. 
he is furnished with a red nose and carries a cane and 



" Doctor, doctor, wbat on yoa ears I " 

" DooToa. 
" What can't I cure I 

I can cure the iJagoe witbin, the ^U^oe witbonfc, 
Th« pally, im^-pox, kod. ttia sMh -, 
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And if the Devil was within, Fd snrelj^ rout him out. 
Moreover, if you bring me an old woman of threescore and ten, 
And the knuckle-bone of her hip be broke, I'll set it to rights 
again. 

l^Here Su George rises and reHres. 
And if you believe me not in what I say, 
Enter in, Oliver Cromwell, and boldly Sear the way." 

[Retires as Oliver enters. 

Enter Oliver Cfvmtvell, armed with a yeomanry-cavalry 
word, and ornamented with a yeomanry-cavalry helmet, 
ack-boots, buckskin-breeches, and black stock. His look 
s truculent, and his nose very red. 

** Oliveb Cromwell. 

" Here am I, Oliver Cromwell, as you may suppose. 
J conquered many nations wid me copper nose. 
I made the Frendi to tremble an' the Spaniards for to quake. 
An' I beat the jolly Dutchmen till I made their hearts to ache. 
And if you don't believe what I say. 
Enter in, Beelzebub, and clear the way." 

[Hefiouriahes his sword and withdraws.'] 

Enter Beelzebub, in a black wig and red vizard, some- 
irhat of a Punch character. He carries a hump, and one 
Land grasps a club, and the other a frying-pan. He clatters 
rhese as he enters : — 

" Beelzebub. 

*^ Here am I, Beelzebub, 
And over my shoulder I carry my club, 
And in my hand a dripping-pan ; 
I think myself a jolly old man ; 
And if you don't believe what I say. 
Enter in, Devil D'Out, and clear the way." 

[Knocks the pa/n vnth the dvb, and exit 

Enter DevU D! Out, the youth who presented the pro- 
ogue. He wields a broom as he comes forward, and more 
►r less annoys those who come nearest him : — 

•* DEVHi D'Odt. 

" Here I am, little Devil D'Out, 
If yous don't give me money, I'll sweep yous aU out. 

[Broom wielded. 

Money I want and money I crave, 
Ifjroua don't give me money I'll sweep youB to Oaft ^«s^C 



^^ 
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Wliatever might elsewhere be the case, the mummen 
known to us would not condescend to soil their conseqneLce 
by a collection. Kow all the chaiactera came forwaid, 
and, taking hands, danced a kind of leel with much gestica- 
lation. Partnei-s were afterwards selected &om among the 
girls, and Christmas licence prevailed to a toleiably late 
hour. When mummers visited a manor-house or Lugs 
farm-house, they were treated to punch. When Utij 
merely occupied a bam to entertain their neighbooz^ 
general dancing concluded the entertainment — the fiddkt 
in all cases being paid by the mummers, who never received 
any recompense beyond meat and drink. 

The latest exposition of these Bally brennan artists which 
rises before us commenced at the first fair that was held in 
Clonroche, some forty years since. Wonderful was tiie 
excitement, great the crowd, and long the procession that 
attended them thence to Castleboro. As £resh as gianti^ 
they could not be content to walk the ground — ^they abso- 
lutely danced the whole way, cheered by the strains of 
their paid minstrel, Billeen Keol (music), of Eallayden, and 
the gratuitous melody of Neddy Martin's violin. A m^ 
of revel and joy ensued. The stable lofts of Castleboio 
were given up to musicians, actors, dancers, and specta- 
tors, the ** quality'' not disdaining to listen to the pageant, 
or join in the general dancing. Comparing our recollec- 
tions with our present experience, we seem to have dropped 
in on another and a bleaker world. 

This entertainment, as will be at once seen, was Anglo- 
Saxon in its origin — the degenerate representative of one 
of those old pageants such as the gentlemen in " Love's 
Labour Lost" introduced to entertain the Princess of 
France and her ladies. If we had room, we might here 
(^xpiate on the hold that old English songs, old English 
sports, and old English expressions have kept upon the 
inliabitants of our south-eastern counties, although they are 
thoroughly Irish in their aspirations, proud of their Iri&L 
descent, and deeply imbued with the Celtic spirit and tem- 
perament. 

We must perforce take this o\)^OTt\in\tY of declaring on: 
opinion, even though it iivay "be c\\^"5^^^N?SSts.>0tL<^^-^«53^^R^'ae.- 
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sions of early associations, tliat the people of "Wexford 
county combine in their dispositions most of the good 
qualities of the Celtic and the Anglo-Saxon character. 

In the upper parts of Wexford the tune called "Dhrogh- 
edy's March *' was occasionally danced to among the horn- 
pipes, by a performer furnished with a short cudgel in 
each hand, which he brandished and clashed in harmony 
with the, tune. But we had the good fortune to see it per- 
formed in a complete fashion on the borders of the barony 
of Bargy, in the old manor-house of Coolcul, whose young 
men, joined by the stout servants and labourers on the 
farms, were well able, in country parlance, to clear a fair. 
Among these the present chronicler was initiated into the 
mysteries of mumming, and was taught to bear his part in 
that relic of the Pyrrhic or Druidic dance, " Dhroghed/s 
March.'' We practised it in one of the large parlours, and 
this was the style of its execution : — 

Six men or boys stood in line, at reasonable distances 
apart, and six others stood opposite them, all armed as 
described. When the music began, feet, and arms, and 
sticks commenced to keep time. Each dancer, swaying his 
body to the right and left, described an upright figure of 
8 with his fists, both of them following the same direction, 
the ends of the sticks forming the same figure, of course. 
In these movements no noise was made, but at certain bars 
the arms moved rapidly up and down, the upper and lower 
halyes of the right-hand stick striking the lower half of 
the left-hand stick in the descent of the right arm, and the 
upper half of it in the ascent, and vice versa. At the pro- 
per point of the march each man commenced a kind of 
fencing with his vis-a-vis, and the clangs of the cudgels 
coincided with the beats of the music and the movements 
of the feet. Then commenced the involutions, evolutions, 
interlacings, and un windings, every one striking at the per- 
son with whom the movement brought him face to face, 
and the sounds of the sticks supplying the bookings in 
reels. It was a stirring but apparently confused spectacle, 
which, when the music was good and the dancing comba- 
tants kept time, strongly interested and excited tha Icsq1^<^\%- 
on. The steps, which we have foTgo\,leu, coxjX.^ \iQ\ V^^ 
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been difficult, for we mastered them, or U — a most excep- 
tional case. 

This war-dance is (or was) performed to a martial tune 
resembling Brian Borumha's march in some respects. We 
hope the air will not be forgotten. 

This exercise is a far-off echo of the Pyrrhic swoid-aiMt 
buckler dance ; or, like the Einka Fadha^ it has bea 
bequeathed to us by the Druids — one dance being a pn- 
paratory exordium to a campaign, the other a tribute d 
gratitude to the gods for victory. But as the tune to whick 
the movements are made is intensely Celtic in chaiacto; 
there is a strong presumption thai it has descended to « 
in some shape from the days of Osgur and Groll, alou 
with May-bushes, Midsummer bonfires, and tricks on iU 
Hallow Eve. 

Among some dim recollections of ours are scatteied ^ 
" Tobies," whose ruling superstition was a belief in tin 
virtue of eggs collected at Easter. They were not moA 
respected in general. They dressed themselves as ftn* 
tastically as they could in scraps of drapery of all de- 
scriptions, went in companies of from four to six, and 
demanded their spare eggs from disturbed housekeepers. 
As they approached farm houses in the absence of the 
menkind, their appearance was not agreeable in the eyes 
of the women. Their habitat was the eastern portion o{ 
the county of Wexford. We do not recollect seeing them 
west of the Slaney. It was once our lot to see in theii 
corps as fine a specimen of a young fellow as could he met 
with, a profusion of rags hanging round him in the most 
picturesque disorder, and his manly, sun-burnt features 
glowing with careless enjoyment. They occasionally sang 
and danced, but rarely went to the expense of a paid 
musician. They did not remain together so long as the 
mummers or the Mayboys. Having collected a sufficient 
stock of eggs, they made their feast. Under happy circum- 
stances they converted part of their hoard into whisky, 
^ot flat cakes and butter for the trouble of asking, and 
roasted their eggs. Any other cliance delicacies that came 
in the way were not rejected, and at the termination of the 
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tival and the separation of the allies the usages of sober 
i polite society were not in request 
Very different were the pleidhogues, or village-reunions 
little boys and girls whose school days were not yet 
an end. Fifty years since, after the dinner on Shroye- 
esday, a piece of the boiled meat was fastened pretty 
^h in the chimney, and there it remained, well impreg- 
bed with smoke, till Easter Sunday morning, not a bit of 
lilar food having been consumed in the family in the 
lerinL 

During the last week of Lent, as nobody dreamed of 
jing an egg, eggs in abundance graced the Easter break- 
it table, and on Easter Monday the little men and 
imen under thirteen years of age assembled in some dry 
eltery ditch or quarry-hole, bringing their supplies of 
iddle-cakes, eggs, butter, dry sticks or turf, and egg- 
00ns fashioned by themselves of ash or oak boughs, or 
y suitable chance splinters that had come in their way. 
roaring fire was soon made, the eggs roasted, and the 
cial meal proceeded. The seven weeks of Lent were 
eered by conversations concerning this Easter jollification, 
id allusions to its past enjoyment did not cease or flag 
>m Easter Tuesday till Whitsuntide. 
Not so low in public esteem as the Tobies, but many 
grees under the Mayboys and mummers, were the wren- 
»ys, who in our youth flourished in the eastern portion of 
e county. No doubt we have seen and been among 
rties of boys who lost much time on St. Stephen's Day, 
searching for a little dhruleen (wren) through the furze 
Bhes, generally without success ; but on the solitary 
3asion when the chase was successful, and we had secured 
a lifeless body of the poor little thing (it was accidentally 
led) in a hoUy bush, we only serenaded our own families 
d Father Murphy's niece. She insisted on treating us 
some beer. The most courageous of the party ventured 
taste it, but incontinently spluttered it out> and took to 
3 heels. None of the others was found hardy enough to 
f its flavour. 

The professional artists used by some means to secure a 
e wren^ and fasten it by a string to t\ift \.m^ oi «sjl\n^ 
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or holly-buBb, and, enlivened by tte strains of an ear- 
piercing fife, invade the quiet of strong farmers' houses, 
and dance, and about, and aing the well-known l^end 
beginning — 

" The wran, tho wran, the king of allbirda, 
On St, Stephen's day was caught iu the f uiae, " A,g. 

Then handa were taken, and steps performed round Be 
bovchal na dhruleen, who capered away in his best style, 
ahaking the bush and the poor prisoner in unison. Thej 
generally sucoeeded in extracting drink ormoney ; andliie 
day's labours ended with a carouae, for detailing the mys- 
teries of which wo have no relish. 

In most hoys under fifteen pity for the sufferinga of 
small animala is a mere exception. Still, among country 
boys, the feelings and lives of robins and wrena aw 
respected, and the merry little brown bird would be snf- 
fered to enjoy its Chriatmaa holidays but for the following 
legend. When the Jews were in search of St. Stephra. 
they lost their labour for a long time, till, on pasBing by a 
clump of furze-bushes, they observed a couple of wrens 
flying in and out, and chattering in a most nil accountable 
manner. They had the curiosity to pull a bush aside, anJ 
there they discovered the aaiiit concealed. What more 
reasonable than to punish the poor little dhruleen of the 
nineteenth century, for the crime of his ancestors com- 
mitted in the firsts 



Daring that joyful evening I enjoyed a pleasant convet- 
Ration with Mrs. Kavanagh, part of it turning on ths 
happy raeonciliation of our two friends, and part on recol- 
lections of our former playmates, and gossip respecting their . 
present condition. At intervals her sweet voice chimed b 
with the general body of conversation through the room, 
and the sweet expression of her face diffused an additional 
giow on the cordial feeling which pervaded tha social 
party. 

And here, if I were conscious of the power to do so ciTec- 
tuLiUy, I wnuld launch foithwvto\'i\eY^oi»esQt womankiui 
and paint them ae fifliei,'body Mi4 wi'i,'OB»a«^(a. vxCQua 
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has yet described them. How often is the man of business 
a weaiy, lone, cross-grained creatine when retaining home 
after his day's laboni and anxieties ; and how ready is he 
to find fault with everything around him : yet how soon is 
he restored to content and cheerfulness by the considerate 
affection of his wife ! Let every one who was once a boy, 
and was blessed with an affectionate and judicious mother, 
recal how she held in his mind and heart the place of a 
kind of sweet feminine Providence, looking to his wants^ 
smoothing his difficulties, and solacing him in his puerile 
afiOictions. And as the father reads these lines, he brings to 
mind, his fawning, gentle, loviog little daughter; and teUs 
me that further speech is useless. I will not ask any young 
or middle aged man to summon before him the air, the 
face^ or the form of heb who holds his heart in the 
meehes of her hair. He will do that without my 
prompting. 



TRIALS AND TROUBLES. 
> » » • < 

CHAPTER XXXI. 

OVER THE HILLS. 

The following Saturday, as the O'Brien feimily were sit- 
ting down to their twelve o'clock dinner, the party was 
increased by Joanna's brother, who had been brought down 
in the morning by Sleeveen to assist at some pressing farm 
labour. Garret gave his " God save all here ! " and 
paid lus awkward compliments to the seniors, and hoped 
** that Joanna was more intent on her work than on con- 
sulting the dixhenrt/ for big words." 

t/oanna.— Dear me, how people can't let a body «!<«>♦ 
for being circumapicial in their laiigaaig|ft\ "Wcl'sul^^ 
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apion is as cheap as a ch^ner ome, isaft it nkttto WfWilt 

Mn. O'Bfim.'^ am afraid it would KXDfy Buiki fb 
oilier parts of a dresii look worse^ JoUiait^ 

Jomna.-^'WeLl, t declare^ iiia'am I ttittt al^jtiA tm 
words ever smce I was a little fhmdttm in Btrtihnti^ 
cbapel school that was teadhed \jj lAx, t)iaaaxadA t» 
Oh 1 Whiit a fine daSB we used to have in the evvuNnl 
and urnaH I ezasnine tiie little souate drthft triy »vtty 
for hard words to give otit to the kinff/ YrtM t Jii 
them jUYeiule times dosen't always sti^ with poor Mb 
bo^ and girls t All our tronUe was to hatB our eolttSi 
well off for the master in the motningy as weTd be dh^ 
ing along the crooked shelteiy lane to the <duipel» n 
wotddn't the little hoys and oorselTes have a fine xee*Mr 
at pri«t)9»-da»*» at pliQrtu&e! AndjfOOiV&AiBxTAxitphfibiA 
now seklt away to theMaoamoiee ever so £a3r beyond Sttttk^ 
corthy — ^what pains he used to take to teach ns theofttecMi^ 
and prepare us for confirmation ; and what a kind, tendsi^ 
heart he had ; and all the time he'd be striving to ke^ a 
rough look on Ms face ! And now if I only strive to keep 
up my class words in my intellectial fackiltieSy yea aU 
only make game of me except them that has sense. 

Sleeveen,*—! suppose Tom Sweetman is one of the senmbU 
ones? 

Joanna, — No, indeed; I don't think Tom ever gave 
himself much trouble with the class, and sigrCs on him he's 
hardly fit for the Readamadasy now. 

Sleeveen. — I wonder, then, how you can care for such 
an ignoramus as Tom 1 

Joanna. — ^Who says I care for him? But I do care 
for him indeed, as I would care for any innocent-minded 
young feUow that works from momitig to night at the Unj^ 
of his life whether any one is near him or not ; and that 
never strives to make a fool of any young girl with sweet 
talk ; and that isn't ashamed of staying on his knees in the 
chapel, when other lazy undevotional sthras is bleaching 
themselves lying on the broad of their backs out in the 
chapel-yard. I tell you what, Sleeveen; if you vhmt 
owner of Castleboro (thank Ood, -^o-vsJicfe TikS>\^yj ^?n*iL a dlk 
cravat round your scraggy nec^, or.^ «i. ^Sa\feTMi%\««:^«t ^\^ 
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your foxy head, and were rowling in a vamislied carriage 
with two deers minding your coat of arms and the Latin 
words under it, Tom Sweetman's track in the gutter would 
be better nor your insignicafant sowl and body. I am quite 
in earnest) I tell you. 

Sleeveen. — Thraath we're obleeged to you, Miss Lacy ; 
if s a pity you haven't a coat of arms yourself that 'ud 
match your tongue. So I suppose we must all take Tom 
Sweetman and his young master for pattern ; must we 1 
Easy now ! There is no use in me saying anything in 
their disparagement (there is a fine long word for you, 
Miss Joanna) ; I don't want to do it. What can I gain by 
it f But maybe if Garrett there chose to speak, he could 
tell you the nice occupation they were at this morning. 

Here the company suspended their operations ; the 
noggins of milk rested on the lips, the knife with its 
piece of butter stuck to the potato, and Theresa's heart 
beat fast. 

"I think, Mr. Sleeveen," said Garrett, " you are old and 
ugly enough to take your own part. TU have nothing to 
do with your fending and proving." 

Sleeveen. — ^Well, well ; you need not take me up so short ; 
I don't want to be a story-teller, or be putting betune 
people; nobody was doing nothing that was wrong; let 
every tub stand on its own bottom. Til not be scalding 
my fingers in any one's porridge. 

Mrs. O'Brien. — Don't hurry or annoy yourself, Sleeveen. 
We all know what your good word is worth, after the 
Enniscorthy business ; so you may tell your story or not, 
just as you find it convenient. 

Sleeveen. — ^Well, now, mistress, you are very hard on me ; 
sure all I done was ony in a misunderstanding, if it was 
one, but I doubt it very much, especially after what we 
iee this morning. Would it be a proper thing on my part, 
after sitting at your table for twelve years, to hold my 
tongue when the person who thinks he is good enough for 
our young mistress was keeping up, as I thought, a shame- 
ful coimexion elsewhere 1 And indeed I think still that 
Peggy Kavanagh knew more nor she chose to "tell ^q.>\» 
She was always a torn-hoy, and so fond oi gorsoori % «^Qr^ 
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with Eoche, and Redmond, and Whitney, and the lestj 
that you'd hardly ever see her sitting quietly with other 
little girls playing jackstones, and she'd do anything still 
for any one of them. Well, well, folly your own way ; 
Sleeveen washes his hands out of the job." 

" Throth an' they'd want it," said Joanna ; " I don't 
think you used a ha'porth of soap these seven years. Now 
if you tell us all you saw without lies or malice, I'll wash 
your sacking shirt against to-morrow- week with my own 
hands." 

Sleeveen. — ^Faith, I'd rather you'd hear it from Girodk* 
You'd he putting bad constructions on anything I'd saj, 
even if it was at my prayers I was. But truth is trutihj 
I'll show my gratitude to my good master and his family, 
I don't care who objects to it ; and if I go a step one sidfl 
or the other, I'll give him leave to pull me up. And now 
here's all we saw or heard. When I got to your house 
this morning, I took him up the road a bit along with me 
towards Dick Forrestal's, to look at a horse he has for sale. 
After we had our look at the animal, and were just 
crossing the ditch, we sees Bryan and Tom coming up the 
loiiesoiiie road, with the creel fixed on the car, as if they 
were going for turf. They come to a dead stop, and wor 
lookiii' back, and who should we see coming up after them 
but Biddy Foley and a very well-dressed young woman 
that neitlier of us knew. * Sha gu dJieirij says I to myself, 
* what's tlic meaning of this It and he and I stayed beliiuJ 
tlie ditch, and looked tlirough the big furze that was grow- 
ing on it. Well, we hadn't long to wait when up comes 
tlio two women, and there was great shaking of hands. 
We could only hear a word or two, and these were fn.»iii 
Biddy, and they were as much as to ask Bryan to take 
care of the other girl ; and he laughed, and made answo: 
that she needn't fear, or something that way. After a 
little wliile spent in compliments, Biddy shook hands with 
the oth(ir three, and turned back ; and Tom set out witl 
the lialter in his hand ; and Bryan and the young girl 
followed, talking very cordially with one another. They 
wore soon so far ahead, that we couldn't hear 3, word if w'' 
duliit run with out "Vicad^ vio\Niv Sxv^\v\ftK>\^ ^\\s^\-^ -^^xxvll 
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hope the little drop of blood we have is too dasent to allow 
us to do such a mane thing. So they were soon out of 
sight, for it is mighty crooked, the same lane ; and there 
is our story just as it happened. If you think I'm in- 
ventin', you've only to ax GirodhJ^ 

It is needless to say that Garrett was spared any ques- 
tions. Mrs. O'Brien, and Theresa, and Joanna knew weU 
enough that if the tale was not substantially true he would 
have cut Sleeveen's oration very short. If any woman 
ftom fifteen to forty-five years of age has followed our 
narrative up to this point, and if she has ever loved and 
thought her love returned, she will now kindly close the 
book, pity poor Theresa's suflFerings, and give free scope to 
sympathy for the misery inflicted on her by Sleeveen's 
tale. She was unable to master her utterance for some 
time ; but then, resolutely pressing down her sorrow, she 
remarked : — " All you have said may be true enough, 
Sleeveen, and still Bryan may not have done any- 
thing wrong. "We are not to pass judgment on one that 
has never been known to do a bad or vicious action, 
because there is some appearance against him that cannot 
be explained at once. When the truth is known he will 
be found as innocent as before." 

She was able to get thus far, but here her heart seemed 
as if it was about to break, and something to swell in her 
throat, and stop her utterance. She whispered to her 
mother, and retired to her bed-room, and as soon as Mrs. 
O'Brien came in after her, and sat down by her, she burst 
into a fit of low weeping. She felt it would be a rehef to 
cry aloud, but her habitual self-restraint and unwillingness 
to draw the attention of the household on her prevented 
that indulgence. 

Her mother drew her head over to her bosom, and 
striving to suppress her own misgivings, endeavoured to 
console her with much the same assurances that she herself 
had given utterance to at the dinner-table ; but they could 
not be productive of much comfort, as the poor consoler 
did not feel their force very strongly herself. She was 
unable in all the range of her limited experience to account 
for any innocent cause for his going on. a puTcvfe^ ^SJ^ ^ 
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Btrange girl whom no one knew, and witli whom he seemed 
on such friendly terms. 

Little did domestic matters interest Jonnna for the nejt 
two or three hours. Sbe visited Mrs. Eoche 
tence, but neither Bryan or Tom had yet returned. Thetea, 
after the first buret of sorrow, bad become cabn in appeu- 
ance, and now went about her ordinary business, but wift 
a disturbed heart and absent mind. Garrett 'was secnred 
by Joanna, and minutoly examined as to the words tkt 
weio overheard, and whether he saw any appearance of 
conrtship between the parties, but he could give very littls 
real help in the matter. He saw them shake bands, and 
observed them talk rather earnestly, but there were no 
farther Bigns of familiarity ; even this was a partial reliet 

Poor Joanna continued to go about like a disturbed Bpiit, 
or, as she hereelf would have said, "hke a hen on a lial 
griddle;" Sleeveen went off on a secret mission ; and eveij 
thing wore on uncomfortably, till at last, about three o'ckxi 
in the evening, the creel of turf, the horse, and Tom wen 
descried by Joanna, but no appearance of Bryan. Jobhiu 
intercepted Tom. He had to pass the gate that connectel 
the premises with the lane common to both houses, and 
with little of her ordinary hesitation (for true affection had 
a sobering effect even on Joanna's volubility, when tete-a- 
tete with her sweetheart), she asked of Bryan's wbereabonte. 
" Oh, he met a little delay," said Tom ; " he'll be hat 
by-and-by. You did not even say, ' How are you, Totaf 
after this broiling day : I'm almost jealous of my young 
master," 

Joanna, — Jealous inya! to bo sure you are; but where 
did yoa stay all day 1 how far had you to go for the 
load) 

ToTK. — Oh ! wo had to search over so much ; and at Ion" 
last we got it at the Somors's of Eallygibbon, a long wa} 
oi^ and so many turns as there are in the lanes. 

Joanna. — Ballygibbon indeed 1 Why, you might haie 
been there and back twice since you left this morniuj 
about seven o'clock. 

Tom. — How did you know when we left, Joanna J "Well, 
well; maybe you thuik Boittii\,\BD.5,B^iatt\. "46, raA.Ni%\L^o'i 
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ought any way. You're never out of my mind a quarter 
of an hour from dawn till dark. 

Joanna, — ^Yes, to be sure, and maybe it's galavanting 
yourself and your master were all the day with the girls of 
Ballybawn or Ballygibbon. Oh, by this and by that ! if I 
ever hear of you so much as putting your arm round 
another girl, or your master either, Miss Theresa nor my- 
self will never open our lips to either one or the other of 
you. Now if you wish me not to fell out with you, what 
kept you out all day, and where is Bryan ? 

Joanna's usually good-humoured face wore such a deter- 
mined expression at this juncture that poor Tom was very 
much embarrassed. So he made answer in a very sham- 
bling style, that Bryan had turned over to Dick Forrestal's 
as they were returning, and that he did not overtake him 
afterwards. " Indeed, maybe it's at home he is now," said 
lie. " What need we vex ourselves about it ? haven't we 
pleasanter thmgs to talk about % and, Gk)odness knows, if s 
little time we get for it 

Joanna, — I tell you. Mister Sweetman, it's little pleasant- 
ness youlL get from me if you don't speak out the naked 
truth about this business. You're striving now to blindfold 
the divel in the dark ; so back I turn here, and when you 
want my company again, you'll get it mauyai 

Here she turned on her heel as if to fulfil her threat, 
but Tom seized her plump arm with a firm but gentle 
giasp, and begged her not to be too hasty, saying, " Come 
down with me now to the house ; maybe Bryan has got 
home by a short cut; and then you'll know all the ins and 
outs of it. Me to be talking to any one but yourself ! 
Why, there's Miss O'Brien herself; every one does be 
praising her beauty, but in my eyes, any way, your own face 
is the purtiest of either gentle or simple in the whole 
country." " Oh, dear ! how soft our horns are ! but I'll 
soon fcttow whether you are deceiving me or not. I'll only 
go with you to the next turn ; and when I think you are 
in the bawn Til follow you. But mind what I said just 
now : let me catch you in a lie, and down goes your house." 

When Sweetman entered the bawn theie 'v^a ^ wsc^ 
from the door, and a bundle of questions ieW oiv \i\^ V^^\ 
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about the delay, and why Bryan was not along with him. 
Tom. reproduced the used-up excuses he had made to 
Joanna, and said he was sure Bryan would be in shortly. 
Joanna joined the group very accidentally^, and being in- 
censed at the double duplicity of the swains, she managed 
to secure Mrs. Eoche's ear for a moment, and soon after 
Master Tom was summoned to the parlour. There, in 
presence of his mistress, and with his true love for \m 
stem accuser, he was arraigned for his own and his mastei^B 
misdeeds. 

"Oh, ma'am," said the angry but heart-sore girl, "all 
the men in the world is just the same good-for-nothing, 
undependable dissemblers, and as false as Luttrell; and 
those two that I thought were as true as the Gk)spel! 
Now, you big desaiver (and your master is another), if yon 
don't tell the truth about this day's work, a pleasant word 
I'll never say to you, and an arm of yours will never go 
under my head. Tell Mrs. Eoche all about your journey 
to-day, and the company you had from above Eathnoie 
village, and what Biddy Foley had to do in it. Oh, Fiiya, 
Vuya / the way the world goes, and the rotten sticks yez 
are for men ! You desaiving thief, I've a mind to tear 
your eyes out, if I was to cry away my own after them f 
And the poor girl began to sob hysterically, and clap her 
hands. This was more than Tom could stand ; but for 
the shame he would have blubbered out himsel£ 

Tom, — Joanna, my darling ! don't, asthore ! you'll kill 
me if you go on that way. I'll tell the truth all about it 
as if I was at the priest's knee ; and though I'm not rightly 
up to the thing, I am as sure as I am of my own life that 
there is neither hurt nor harm in the whole of it. The 
young master tould me this morning, when we were on the 
road, that he was to see a young woman safe over Slieve- 
bawn ; and, so well, so good, Biddy Foley and th^r same 
young woman overtook us at the spot you mentioned, and 
Biddy spoke some* words to Bryan. I did not hear mU'.L 
of what she said, except to charge him to take care of the 
girl that was along with her, and then he laughed, and saitl, 
' Never fear,' and then we went on till we came to the 
CrookQil Bridge, and up llirow^ \?cie. N\)!X^^«i Q?l^'2ii\>5\i^^\L 
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When we were out on the mountain side, he told me to go 
back to the Someis's, and buy the creel of tur^ and pack 
it carefully, and wait for him. He said it might be from 
two to. three hours or a little longer before he could be 
back ; and if he did not come by that time I might start 
for home at an easy rate, and he'd be sure to catch me. I 
did as he desired me, and came off. When I found he 
was not back at the time he appointed, I came very slow^ 
and I looked back a hundred times, but not a shine of my 
eyes I laid on him from that to this. 

Joanna. — And are you able to tell us what sort of talk 
they were going on with, any part of the way ] 

Tom, — ^Not a bit of me was alongside of them the greater 
part of the road ; and, besides, he lifted the creel, and made 
her sit on the soft hay in the body of the car. 

Joanna, — And took a seat beside her himself I sup- 
pose. 

Tom. — ^Indeed he did not ; he walked by the side of the 
car; and any bits of the discourse that I could hear were 
about the places we were going through, and things that 
happened when he was going to the school at Eathnure. 

Joanna — And very likely, when you were a bit off, it 
was all love, and honey, aud sugar. Oh, the vagabones of 
deludhers that yez all are I What do you think of all this, 
Mrs. Boche, and what will my poor young mistress do ? 
Ochony oh ! we will have that sludherer of a Mac Crackeii 
bothering our lives out again, with his poking chin and his 
Inglified discourse, and my ould thief of a masther, tatther- 
ation to him ! bagging, bagging, till he'll have the very 
flesh wasted off of our bones. And only to think that all 
was so nicely made up, as we thought; and maybe ourselves 
dancing at the wedding before winter ; and now we're like 
the fools that went into the bog hole to look for the cooyar 
when they saw the moon's shadow at the bottom, and the 
creatures were drowned. My heavy sorrow on all old 
villians of hard-heiEtrted fathers, and desaiving Inglified 
courtiers, and false-hearted sweethearts ! 

And the sobbing and wringing of hands went on again. 
Mrs. Roche had the heart of a hero, but ah^ ^w^s %. \svsAJs^<^^ 
also, and as a woman she could not help 87inpa\i>DL\sisi^Nr^si^ 
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Theresa in her triaL She endeavoured to calm Joanna a 
little, and enjoined both her hearers to say nothing to any 
person on the subject, and to wait as patiently as they 
could till Bryan's return, when they would hear his own 
account of the mystery. Tom went out on some business 
in the direction opposite to Mr. O'Brien's, but he was bo 
confused that ho mistook the way, and did not discoyer 
his mistake till he came within a few perches of the bawn 
gate of the latter named mansion. Persons to whom this 
strange blunder was mentioned asked if Joanna was return- 
ing home just then, and it was acknowledged that suck 
was the fact, and that at the moment, of Tom's finding out 
his error, he was seen with one of Joanna's hands inclosed 
in his own big paw; and that her countenance had changed 
its resentful expression for one of remorseful pity towards 
her submissive giant. 

When Joanna returned she found that Nicholas had 
"burned no day-light" in the interim, but was at that 
moment in the parlour, sitting with Mr. and Mrs. CBrien, 
and a friend of his, who was unknown to the master and 
mistress of the house. This man, though treated by the 
wooer with much attention and deference, had not the 
open nor friendly countenance of well-to-do country people. 
He had altogether the air of one whose hands were in his 
way, and whose feet were of little importance ; but, as a 
set off, his eyes were never shut nor his ears inattentive. 
The few remarks he made smacked of a selfish and sinister 
disposition. 

Joanna sought Theresa's room, and dolefully enough 
related the result of her visit to the Eoches ; and Theresa 
continued for a time in a sort of stupor, except when she 
would occasionally rouse herself, and drop on her knees, 
and devoutly pray for strength and submission. As the 
sun descended nearer and nearer to the level of the White 
Mountain ridge, Joanna or some other kept a look out 
towards the Gurrawn road, varying the watch at times by 
a hurried charge to Bryan's. Mr. and Mrs. Roche were 
puzzled and grieved exceedingly ; grieved chiefly on Miss 
O'Brien's account, as their own faith was very strong in 
the uprightness of theii ro-s\ *, \>ax\. Vtva ^Yt^xixsj^^Xasv^^ <^<l \Vr. 
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meeting was still unaccountable, and so was Bryan's pre- 
vious silence. 

As the broad disk of the sun was partly hidden by the 
edge of the hill, three of the labourers were despatched 
towards Ballybawn by diflferent routes ; and, though a dis- 
agreeable office at that hour after their day's labour, all 
cheerfully set off ; for their own treatment by the family 
was of that kind and considerate character which is always 
experienced by the dependents of truly Christian people. 

About the time when the last upward rays of the sun 
were quenched, and the grey mantle had slowly fallen on 
the groves, the lawns, the fields, and the river, Theresa 
was summoned to the parlour ; impressive and respectful 
homage was offered by the suitor, and she took a seat. 
Her father then commenced his oration, the chief topics of 
which were Mac Cracken's suit for her hand ; his long 
waiting, his patience and devotedness, Bryan's evident 
perfidy and apparent flight, his falsehood and ill-conduct 
for a long time past, the poor spirit she would show by still 
waiting on his pleasure and fickleness ; and, finally, his 
own earnest wish that she would then and there give her 
consent to become in some reasonable time the wife of 
their worthy and devotedly attached guest. This would 
make some compensation to himseKfor his great disappoint- 
ment in Edward's bad progress. 

Theresa seemed very little affected by the presence of the 
suitor, or this appeal to her feelings. She expressed her 
opinion that " there seemed no need for pressing the suit 
at that moment, when Mr. Mac Cracken must be aware 
that a recent occurrence had come on her with surprise and 
heavy sorrow, as she was not ashamed to acknowledge." 

Mr. Mac Cracken assured her " that on paying this visit 
he was not aware of the morning's adventure; that he 
would not be hypocrite enough to express more than Chris- 
tian sorrow for it, if it removed an obstacle to his own 
long-cherished hopes ; that he would not press for a speedy 
marriage, but would be satisfied with her consent to 
become his beloved consort in a reasonable period — say a 
quarter of a year (here a shrinking gesture -^^aiaftd Vdxa. ^1 
the boggjr ground he had got on) — ot evea. \vsiM ^ ^^sa \ 
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and to have this consent ratified by her estlma'ble parents ; 
said that within his- own knowledge couples marrying with 
love on one side only, and sometimes with no love on either 
side, turned out most happy, from the good and reasonable 
characters of the parties ; that his friend now present, to 
whom he was proud to give that valued name, was high in 
the confidence of a gentleman, wto, on learning the rati- 
fication of the much-desired union, was prepared to do him 
very effective service ; that he anxiously sighed for a life 
of domestic repose, unshackled by the continual demanos 
of the gentlemen of the vicinity on his time and ser- 
vices ; and finally hoped that Miss O'Brien would not, on 
this awful turning point of life's destiny, fling him into the 
abyss of despair by a refusal, and thus render his future 
days a blank of joyless existence. 

Theresa replied — " Mr. Mac Cracken, if the conduct of 
Bryan Eoche cannot be shown to be completely blamdess^ 
I here declare that I will be guided by the wishes of my 
father and mother ; but there is no need of hurry. XJntQ 
liis return, or until his own explanation is heard, I will not 
make any promise or declaration except this, that if he is 
innocent, as I am nearly certain he must be, and if he still 
wishes me for his wife, and if I am prevented from being 
so, I will be wife to no other man." 

As she ceased speaking, Joanna's voice was heard from 
the kitchen chanting a favourite ditty, which, as in tie 
former instance, was intended to serve a good purpose. 

" GRA GAL MACHREE. 

** I am a young lover that's sorely oppressed ; 

I'm inthralled by a fair one, and can find no rest ; 
Her name I'll not mention, though wounded I be 
By Cupid's keen arrow — she's Gra Gal Machree. 

" I promised to tell that fair innocent dove 
All by a fond letter that she was my love, 
Expecting next morning with pleasure to see 
Some token of love from my Gra Gal Machree. 

m 

" But that false deceiver whom I did intrust — 
Above all men breathing he's one of the worst — 
He proved a decewex awd. \.Tai\.oT \.o tc^^. 
For he ne'er gave m-y \e\.\.et \iO Gra Gal MoxiKTee. 
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** When he got the letter he ran out of hand 
Unto her stem father, and told him the plan ; 
When the old man did read it he swore bitterly 
That heM alter the case with his Ora Oal Machree. 

** He called down his daughter with pdde and disdain, 
Saying, * Here is a letter from your darling swain. 
You cannot deny him — ^it's plain you may see— 
He titles you here his own Gfra Oal Mauikrte,'' 

** This beautiful fair maid fell down on her knees, 
Saying, * Father, dear father, now do as you please : 
For if by wild horses I mangled should be, . 
Ill never deny he's my darlmg Johnny.' 

" A horse was got ready without more delay, 
And to some foreign country she was sent away, 
But if I don't find her Fll mourn constantly, 
And my last dying words shall be, ' Ora Oal MachreeJ' " 

The sweet but untaught voice gave the lay a sad and 
complaining character, rendered more affecting hy the 
sorrowful and anxious state of the soul of the singer, and 
her evident intention to throw an influence over the spirit 
of her loved mistress. Before she had concluded, the tears 
were gliding silently down the fair and sorrowful coun- 
tenance of Theresa. With her hands clasped on her knees, 
and her head bowed, she seemed unaware of the presence 
of her father, her suitor, or his blackman. 

The song was over, and Theresa still sitting in the same 
posture, her feelings calmer, and her demeanour resigned, 
as if she had been soothed by listening to Joanna's melody. 
Mac Cracken, though seeing but a poor prospect of victory, 
ventured on another appeal, as success in this project was a 
matter of great moment to him, for a reason which his friend 
of the uneasy hands very well knew. He urged the utter 
impossibility of a good construction being put on Bryan's 
conduct, and the want of spirit it would show if she waited 
on his leisure to make excuses. She said she had already 
expressed her intentions, mentioned the necessity of attend- 
ing to the needful preparations for Sunday morning, 
curtsied, and left the room, and Mr. Mac Cracken and his 
friend soon afterwards took their departure — Mr. O'Brien 
BtUl keeping up their spirits with strong "hopea oi ^ wxswifc'ss*- 
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f ol wooing. The fidend was heaaed by aonte dswdkn 

rldng in a lather unfirimdljf tosie to onr Boitor, nd 
ring on his bosiness-farrowed fiioe an ezpnaeioii at 
decided discontent. 

When bed-time arrired the meesengen had not jik 
retained. It had been arranged that if tihey did nok 
sacceed, they should take shelter near the moimtain iriA 
some acquaintances, in order to be early on the quieita 
the following morning. At last the two fhrnilieB zeiiied.ti 
bed with anxious mindfl^ Mr. Boche spending a loDflr 
time than usual at his devotionei^ and striving to bring mi 
troubled feelings under subjection to the will of ^Ofi- 
denca 

It was a disturbed and unxe&eshing deep wMeh de- 
scended on the senses of most of the membeiB of boA 
households that night Theresa^ her mothei; and.fb 
parents of the absentee awoke in a lightened state ate 
every snatch of uneasy slumber, and endured seyeom msnld 
sufferings, till a sort of torpor brought tempoiazy tiSH 
the uncomfortable sleep that ensued oontmning to In 
haunted by a confused and disagreeable succession <n imagaa 
With morning came the necessity of bodily ezertioii, anil 
the hope that some certain news would soon arrive ; and 
all felt a kind of relief from the misery of pondering in 
a state of helpless inaction on the misfortune that had 
befallen them. 
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CHAPTEK XXXII. 

WE GO BACK. 

They were sitting at breakfast next morning at O'Brien's^ 
some eating as if nothing had happened, others only making 
pretence, when Joanna, who had slipped out some minutes 
before, was heard screaming in the yard, and immediately 
after she was on the floor, shouting out, ** Oh, dear mistress ! 
oh, Miss Theresa, such news ;" but as it is not an eaay 
matter to get a correct notion of all the parts of an occur- 
rence where four or five people are asking and answering 
at the same time, we, w"ho ai\.e>T>w«:t^ft\^'aras^*^jGfc --^vks^ 
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ection of the facts as they occurred, will now proceed 
ve a distinct outline of them to the reader. 

will be recollected that our young Mends, after 
ng the hay on the previous Sunday evening, adjourned 

their loads to the hay-loft, Sleeveen lying snugly in the 
e underneath, and listening with all his might for the 
Bstiug communication which he was sure would follow. 
: a few minutes spent in making themselved snug, and 
:ecuting a practical jest or two, Edward began to state 
jase, which we give, minus interruptions and other 
ental drawbacks. 

Dur marriage is appointed for Sunday next, and under 
sircumstances in which I am placed, I wish to have 
rthing done as quietly as possible. I shall leave this 
I in the morning at an early hour, and get to Graigue 
me for Mass, if I cannot reach my friend's house near 
Barrow on Saturday evening. We shall return home 

day through Scollagh, the same happy path we once 
» trod together. A few of my most friendly neigh- 
s in my present place of business will receive us, and 
3me my bride to her humble home ; humble enough 
but happy T hope it will also be. I should have told 
that her sister, who seems to love her very much, is to 
t the marriage, both with her own and Eliza's wishes, 
is to set out from Enniscorthy on Saturday; and 
ir of you must join her about Moneyhore or Courtna- 
y, and conduct her over the White Mountain till you 

the road that leads from Scollagh to Graigue. IHiza 
ber fidend will meet her before she reaches the bridge, 
n't ask Harry, for he is too small to act as a lady's 
iian, and besides Pm afraid he might fall in love with , 

and at his age that would be inconvenient. I would 
Inquire the services of any of you but that I have two 
s' work to do in every five minutes from this till 
rday afternoon. 

Airles, — I am sorry, Ned, that I cannot perfonri the 
ant task you have laid out for me ; for Mr. Larkin has 
)ut such a job for us, slaves of the spade, next week, 
a pretty question in compound piopottvoTL Tm3^\i<5k 
xifrom it, thus : 'If one man is Teq\iix^^\ft ^o ^»^i^ 
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for two, and if five minutes are allowed to do tlieirwkii tdrone- 
two hours, and if fifteen boys eater the ganlen on not iFher ti 
Manday momiiig, how many will be disabled on SatDidf (il relie 
night 1' No, no ; Bryan is the man. His turf clunp b^ tJi< 
getting low; he can yoke his car and creel, andgofti 
load to Home of tbe farmeTs of Ballybawn or Ballygil' 
and give the young lady a good hay cushion in the vel 
He will leave his horse and car at his patron's, Unmail 'A not 
tur^ and see his charge nrer the mountain, to whasll ilinger i 
roagh road erosses the other, and then return home, «■)! i couse 
but cheered by having done a threefold duty. ttiptwi 

Bryan. — You arrange a troablesonie matter wili 1 itwdly 
groat ease, Master Charles. IVay what will Biddj M iSmely 
and Moll the Smith think and say when they see m tan i(w in 
me marching off in the morning with a young wommim "ror, b; 
company ? And if it coma to the ears of your iiiotl«« \'m in 
Theresa, can you engage that they will think tiS^ (■», hi 
of it 1 i'llmgh 

Edimrd.—'Rati\ 1*11 tell Theresa before I set out* iffcne. 
morrow; and what need yon then care for auygoapt Ifcpic. 
the neighbourhood for a day or two 1 ' 

Bryan. — I tell you again that it is no .joking mattar- ' 
is easy to break a small gap in the rinin of a po[id,M 
is very far from easy to cloae it up again when the WI' 
widens it, and is destroying the nice htUe garden W^w'iiiB ' 
down. Still we must see her safe 'over the hills bm'L 
away.' But howl That's the job. Musha, Med, W| 
afraid you'll try the patience of your friends in the eo 
of time. Like Falitaff ihai yourself and Charley Wfl 
fond of quoting, you are not only inclined to do ra^tUiT 
but you are the cause of others doing them along witiiil 
How shall we manage, Charley, to keep Biddy and a 
in the dark ; aye, and Sleeveen into the bargain t 

At this sensible question, the worthy Sleeveen, 
ensconced in his pew down stairs, grinned from ear tod 
rubbed his elbows with his lazy palms, and chuckledi| 
have seen a dumb boy chuckle while eshibiting a at 
egg which he was preparing to suck ; and Charley fii 
proposed this ameudinent t<i hia ori^nal rough ( 
JJrjan would engage EriigBt "So\e7j ■«! mss.\."^VBa^v2s 
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^oneyhore about six o'clock in the morning, and 
ber through the village of Eathnure, above which he 

relieve her of her charge, and pilot the wanderer 
;li the remaining intricacies of the journey. This 
ig-place being out of Bryan's immediate neighbour- 
and also on a lonesome road, the gossips of lie next 
) would either be ignorant of the circumstance, or 

not have time to speed the news to Castleboro till 
Qger was past. 

consequence of Bryan's adjurations to Edward, he 
pted twice or thrice to speak to Theresa before 
imily retired to bed ; for, in order to be at work 
jnely hour next day, he intended to set out before 
ne in the house would be stirring. He was foiled, 
rer, by the watchfulness of his father ; and being one 
386 in the compass of whose minds there is no per- 
ve, he omitted to leave a line or message for her. 
loughts were so occupied with his approaching union 
he necessary preparations, that the whole foreground 
B picture was filled, and no vista or opening left 
?h which Bryan's interests might be visible in the 
ce. On Wednesday, however, he recalled the matter ; 
electing a trusty lad from among his pupils, he in- 

him to undertake the journey to Castleboro with the 
ing letter to his sister : — 

ear Theresa, 

" I am to be married (with God's favour) on 
ly next. I cannot leave this place till Saturday 
oon ; and meantime am obliged to call on Bryan for 
endly assistance in seeing the sister of my dear Eliza 
cross the mountain on Saturday forenoon on her 
bo Graigue ; for it is entirely out of my power to 
pany her, as every instant of my time is urgently 
i here till the afternoon. Bryan was veryunwilHng to 
this commission, for fear of its being so represented by 
en or some charitable neighbour as to cause another 
derstanding, but I told him I would explain all in 
Ban time. It was not done on Sunday "m%\i\), ^^yckfe\. 
e I was hindered in some way, ox tlaa\. tq^ \is«?5?^ «xA 
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mind were entirely engrosaed with my own immii 
for you know my constitutional defect of not bei 
do one thing, and not neglect another at the san 
feel only an imperfect pleasure in my approach 
as I cannot have the immediato gratification 
you and my mother acquainted with one that is 
me. My father's decided objection preTeuts mt 
from presenting her to my family ; and I fea. 
mother and yourself are rather prejudiced 04 
choice. We will return through Scollagh on Mon 
ing ; and the iirst market day you can fix on we 
you in town; and I engage you will hegin tt 
esteem her as I am sure she deserves. I imi 
indulged in works of fiction at too early a period 
and luTB continued the practice but too steadily 
My mind and heart wore filled with ideas of pure 
stancy, knightly faith, &c, till the thought of li 
loving and being loved by some amiable gi 
intolerable. I fear that under tha aame ciicui 
would repeat the same conduct if I were free 1 
Hoping to have the pleasure of entertaining yo 
my mother, and Bryan, my dear brother in affecl 
onr humble loof before long, and warning yc 
value youi future peace, not to let a shadow < 
inteifeie between Bryan and yourself again, 

"I am," I 

As the messenger did not appear again in scb 
rest of the week, Edward felt pretty easy abou 
delivery of his letter. It was not, however, for 
time to prevent mischie£ The boy was kept 
during the next two days, to assist in some necesi 
and when he arrived at O'Brien's on Saturday, 
the women could avail themselves of what w 
restored comfort to their affticted spirits. It v 
they were retiring to Theresa's room after di 
Sleeveen, who was on the watch, spied the youi 
gei as he entered the bawn with the letter in his 
made a sign to the master of the house, who n 
I intercept bis entianaB, aai ■gt^i'j^iili, «a^ cma: 
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oanna or the other inmates. Pretending that the 
were out of the way, and expressing his sorrow that 
nothing just then at hand to offer him to eat, he 
targe of the fatal note, overcoming the hoy's scruples 
ding him ^JC -penny-hit to get get some refreshment 
m, and seeing him well off the premises before he 
L out of his sight 

^een being aware of the time and place of the ex- 
meeting, contrived to have himself sent to Joanna's 
on this fatal morning, and to have her brother 
; an unwilling witness of Bryan's apparent treachery, 
luckless hero had not yet made up his mind as to 
planation he ought to give Tom, when they were 
in the lonely road by Biddy Foley and Eliza's sister. 
>ung lady was possessed of good looks, but as I 
rds found, on comparing Edward's and Bryan's de- 
ns, her face had not the soft sweet character of her 
Her countenance shewedmore shrewdness, there 
Pe of self-confidence in her carriage, and Bryan was 
title puzzled as to the ways and means of keeping 
lYersation for the four or five miles they had to 
>gether. 

>rdially shook hands with her on being introduced 
Ly, and expressed the pleasure it gave him to be 
Die to her in any way ; and she thanked him for 
-gingness in a voice which was not surpassed in 
'Ss even by that of her sister. Some observations 
side on the beauty of the morning ; she was pitied 
fatigue of her long walk ; and Bryan insisted on 
Lng a seat in the car among the soft hay, whilst he 

alongside, and kept up a conversation whenever 
ibering wheels of the vehicle were not engaged in 

disputes with the stones or ruts of the road. 
:hey compared notes on the intended match, their 
3 to its unsuitableness were in surprising accordance, 
isidered that her sister had conformed very heed- 
a strange creed, and that if she had done so to 
ler lover, one or both would most likely be sorry 
)me day. Whilst Bryan agreed to the principle, he 
her to take comfort in the considencatiOTi >SiaX» ^ 
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the essential points of Christian doctrine held by 
from her childhood were the same as those held b] 
man to whom she would hecome united. All the Ape 
Creed would he still her own, and instead of \om{ 
consoling Christian gifts she would acquire additional 
Then went on a nice little discussion, not hy any m 
bitter one ; no, no I how could it be bitter when k( 
by a pretty young woman sitting comfortably in the 
her opponent, and that opponent as fine a specime 
young farmer as could be met with from Ross to 
corthy, and who, for the moment, was doing all h( 
for her accommodation. They continued it for son 
until they found, as most generally happens, that i 
gress was made on either hand towards the convei 
the other, and then an amicable truce was agreed t 
being now past the village where the tribe of Fc 
were so pleasantly located among their orchards a 
bage gardens, and where the village green is shelt< 
a few fine old trees ; and coming out on the Boss re 
the chapel, Bryan insisted that his fair charge shoi 
take of some refreshment at Mrs. Hand's before si 
the perilous pass of Mam-a-Chuala. 
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CHAPTER XXXUT. 

TUB SCHOOL OF RATHNURE. 

Bryan was obliged to use some pressing to cfl 
movement, but it was at length eftected, and a 
breakfast of bread, butter, and tea was got ready 
obliging landlady. He made a shew of sharing ti 
fast, and entertained his guest by some passage 
boyish days spent in the adjoining chapel yai 
master, Diarmuidh K., he said, was the strongest 
over knew, though not much above the middle he: 
unable to bond one of his knees. Ho once carried 
of forty-eight stone from the quay of Ross int< 
which was lying alongside. At the time of his 
school a devout female pilgrim was passing thrc 
neighbourhood. He recollected seeing her one 
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conipanng the girth of her arm with that of the 
r ; but he doubted whether devout females did 
Q entering into such comparisons with strong, hand- 
young fellows like Mr. Diarmuidh ; and Miss 
rds entered very decidedly into Bryan's views on this 
ular head. Judging that a few more of the circum- 
is of school life at Eathnure than were detailed to 
Eichards on this occasion would be worth offering 
jaders, we shall now relieve Bryan for a while from 
&ce of local chronicler. 



3 handsome young schoolmaster having a natural turn 
lerature in his youth, performed a pil^image to some 
near Clogheen, and acquired a reasonable share of 
Dolmaster's stock in trade, particularly a good know- 
of grammar, at the school of a certain Mr. Blundell. 
'08 under no fear for diet and lodging. The children 
B surrounding farmers contended for the honour and 
Qie of having him as an inmate of their houses for as 
as he might be left with them. Of course he made a 
a, by helping the young folk to prepare their lessons 
^e ensuing day, and it is said that Mr. Blundell's 
»1 was distinguished for the finish and excellence of 
rammatical instruction given in it. 
I master, furnished with his Munster diploma, having 
aed home, commenced his labours in a small house in 
omer of the chapel-yard of Rathnure, in the month 
bruary, when the intense cold of winter was supposed 
a little mollified. There was only a few pupils in the 
ning, but the number gradually increased till the 
attendance varied between sixty and one hundred 
e height of summer. The inmates did not confine 
selves to the house at that season, but took shelter 
r the trees in the yard ; the elder lads studying "Haw- 
Mensnration " and " Jackson's Book-keeping," and 
permitted the use of the altar-steps in the chapel, on 
I to copy their ledgers, &c. As soon as reaping corn- 
ed there was a withdrawal of three-fourths of the 
3, some of. whom re-assembled when the harvest 
rs were over, and continued till a ievi '^^<!^sSk Xi^lot's. 
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Christmas. From the breaking up which then occurred 
till about the middle of February, the master held night 
schools here and there through the parish ; from ten to 
twenty neighbouring boys assembling round the big kitclieii 
or parlour table of some farm-house, and delving away at 
their lessons till the big pot of potatoes was strained, 
which was about half-past nine o'clock on these occasions. 

The Eathnure School was, in the extent of its accommo- 
dations, one step higher than the unsophisticated hedge- 
school, in which the seats consisted of stones covered with 
dry 8craw8, or sods. It had some wooden seats, though it 
had not reached the dignity of a table. There was a single 
chair for the master's use; and his first occupation, on 
taking possession of it in the morning, after hearing the 
tasks, was to make or mend the pens of all who bad 
attained to the dignity of the writing class. The paper 
used was the ordinary "pott" in its native length, un- 
ruled, and stitched in a brown paper cover. Every 
praiseworthy pupil in the writing class had an ink-bottle 
hung to a button by a leather strap, a white-lead pencil, i 
and a ruler. As regards those advanced lads, varying ftom 
thirteen to twenty years of age, who were learning arith- 
metic, book-keeping, or mensuration, they fell to their own 
exercises as soon as they entered the school The master 
set a sum in the books of those learning the primary rules; 
the pupil did it to the best of his ability, and then 
submitted it for inspection. 

While the writing exercise is going forward, the master 
begins with the undergraduates, from the tyros in the 
alphabet to those who had just begun to read ; and it was 
a strict rule that no one should attempt a reading exercise 
till he could master the spelling of the longest words in 
the '* Universal," viz., those in the column distinguished 
by the sesquipedalian Antitrinitarians and Coessentiality, 
which were uniformly pronounced by the students of that 
day, " Antherentaariaus " and ** cozentiality " (both fs 
hard). Every child came up to the master's side in suc- 
cession, made a bow or a curtsy, and repeated his or her 
alphabet or reading lesson, making another bow at the end. 
The master occasionally stioWa^ To\m.^\)cv^Tv\i%<ilNiTyi^^s 
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to see how that business was speeding. When half the page 
was covered there was a suspension ; and, after inspection, 
all the copy-books were laid in a pile till the afternoon. 

The writers now seized their reading-books, or opened 
their " Universal Spelling-book " at the " Town fearing a 
Siege," or ** Tommy and Harry," and read over the next 
lesson to be said ; and the entire corps, with the exceptions 
already mentioned, came up one after the other, and read 
from chance-provided books, the attack on the Enchanted 
Castle, Eeynard inducing the bear to catch the fish with 
bis tail while the lake is rapidly freezing, Clarissa Harlowe's 
escape with Lovelace, one of the cunning tricks of " Cahir 
na Capail" (Charley of the Horse, i,e., horsestealer), or 
some wise aphorisms from the " Pleasant Art of Money- 
Catching." The ordinary business was occasionally inter- 
rapted by the entrance of four or five boys and girls, all of 
the same village, brothers and sisters, and near cousins. 
We witnessed the following introductory ceremony more 
years ago than we care to count : — 

Metier. — Well, my brave boy — coming to make an 
entrance, I suppose 1 

Spokesboy (putting his hand to his thick and only par- 
tially combed locks). — ^Yes, sir. 

Master, — Well ; let me know your names and where you 
live. 

SpoJcesboy, — Yes, sir. We all live in the village there 
beyant, and we're first cousins. This is Watt's Garrett, and 
that's Jack's Garrett ; this ^s Watt's Mauyeen, and that's 
Jack's Mauyeen; here's Dickey, an' I'm Eaymon (Eed- 
mond). 

Another interruption was caused by Dr. Kelly, or some 
neighbouring wag or humourist, who was generally a good- 
natured fellow ; and his entry was greeted by a universal 
grin, for the ** rehearsing " might be fearlessly suspended 
for the next half hour. 

" Well, masther, how's the boys and girls going on, and 
what state is the rod in 1 Won't you call me to hold up 
John Dunne the next time he desarves a hoising (John was 
the quietest boy in the school) 1 I'm svxt^, TXi%s^^\^"^\0«. 
JBowea there is a good singer." 

^1 
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" How do yon know V* 

" Ah, look at the fine lark's heel ho has/' (A loar of 
laughter, in which Nick does not join.) " Pat Doyle is 
high in the golden rule. Tell me, Pat, what is the price 
of a car-load of turnips at three ha'pence a bunch V* 

A pause, till one of Pat's neighbours answers^ " Sure, 
sir, you ought to tell him how many bunches wor in the 
car.'* 

" An' if I did, what credit would he have for doing 
the sum 1 Now, because you are so smart. Til give you 
the next question. If a snail goes four feet every 
day up a pole twenty feet high, and comes down eight feet 
at night, how long will it be till he gets to the top V* 

Hasty Pupil. — Five days, sir [and a lusty roar shakes 
the house]. 

" Now, Kichard Jekyl (Kichard was an innocent little 
fellow of seven), show me your primer. (Eeads)— "A — ^black 
— ^hen — lays — white — eggs.*' "Very true, very true! Well, 
Kichard, what coloured eggs does a white hen lay]" 

Richard (off his guard). — Black, sir, (Another laugh.) 

" Indeed, Richard, if she doesn't, she ought, if we are to 
go by the primer." Then addressing himself to an over- 
grown lad of thirteen, " Lahi/ (Leahy), what lesson are you 
in?" 

" Faith, sir, I'm in TIte Dog, and it's a very hard place." 

" Very hard, I believe. Well, Christy Paudh Mogut 
(Christopher, son of Pat, son of Moses), are you as far as 
The Dog or The Magpie yet V 

" Indeed, sir, I amn't." 

"Well, well, where are you?" 

" Musha, sir, I'm only in the A-b-abs." 

" In the A-b-abs ! and how many years are you coming 
here all the way from Ballybawn V 

" Four, sir." 

" Oh, Vuyay Yuya ! what in the world is the reason you 
can't get on ?" 

" I declare to you, sir, what I lam in the summer I for- 
get before the school opens again, herding the sheep and 
^oats, and looking after the turf " Christy lived on the 
\Vhite Mountain common. 
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'^ l^ow, arithmeticians, I must examine you, and there 
Till be no joke about it. If the penny loaf weighs a pound 
rhen wheat is thirty shillings a barrel, what weight will it 
)e when the same wheat is twice as dear V A few blurted 
►ut " two pounds," but some who were not in such a hurry 
ame at the right solution. 

<* If Tom, and Jack, and Pat would each reap a field in 
wo days, working by himself, what time would they 
require if all set together at it ?" Here was another pitfall, 
nto which one or two fell who were for keeping them at 
t for six days. 

" Now mind yourselves. Lahy there lent Christy a rick 
)f hay forty feet long, forty feet broad, and forty feet high, 
me year ; and the next year Christy returned Lahy two 
icks, each twenty feet long, twenty feet broad, and twenty 
:eet high. Was Christy an honest man in that afOurT' 
hiany were of opinion that if Christy had no other crime 
on ms conscience, he need be in no hurry to go to con- 
fession. But Dr. Kelly, having a large potato in his pocket, 
K>ok it, and fashioned a two-inch cube out of it. Ilien by 
;wo downward middle cuts and one level one he turned 
mt eight inch-cubes, and Christy was found guilty of 
baving paid only five shillings in the pound. This demon- 
stration excited considerable interest. 

** Now, boys," said the volunteer teacher, " take slates 
EUid cutters (pencils), and write out this word : 

" Three-fotirths of a cross, and a circle complete, 
Two semicircles, and a perpendicular meet. 
Then set a triangle on two feet, 
Two semicircles and a circle complete.*' 

One or two of the clear-headed fellows employed at 
Hawney's Mensuration made out the word. We will give 
our readers a hint that it is an excisable article. 

** Now, my brave Throjans, if you learn as much as this 
every day, it^s starting for Trinity College you'll be in a 
year or two, but don't hollow/ till you're out of the wood. 
Make a square on your slates. Mark a point in the middle 
of every side of it. Draw a line from evcr^ ox^a ^iNiJw®.'^ 
points to the pointa next it, and contvxiXk^ \^<^a\£E^^^ ^^'v^- 
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wards 09 far as you please. Continue the sides of tie 
squGffe outwards till tbey meet these lines. Eub out the 
useless ends of the slant lines. Very well Now, how 
many lines Lave you altogether! " Those who had drawn 
the figure accurately answered " eight." 



» 




" That's only the heginning of your trouble. Now taka 
seven httle bits of paper or straw in your hands. Put a 
bit of paper at one end of any line. Now put a bit at the 
end of any line that does not run to that point Next a 
bit at one end on/y of every line that has not got one yet 
at either end. Here's a halfpenny, now, to every man fhEl 
has seven pieces laid down. ' Alas ! after several tdal^ 
the utmost number of angles covered by papers was five. 

"Well, I suppose I must leave you to he guessing at it 
till I come again. And now I'll be oil after jou get this ques- 
tion copied down, and inaybo I won't do anything for who- 
ever shows it clear and oleanly made up this day-week ; — 

" A man thure was that bought it borte, 

Alld hi: was lean and giaar. 
One guinea sterling was his price, 

And five bright sbillinea more. 
He fed this home on ha; and Data 

Until he got right eouitd ; 
And iceoldng wish aaolhei chap. 

He Bold him for Gre potmd. 
One half he loet of hie prime cost, 

One-fourth his keeping too ; 
What did bia fodder atand him in T 

'What did be toae ) tty jou." 

"And, now, any boy that can find the answer to that 
may be doing this little one while he is resting himBelf : — 
" Hon^ lent >t five per cent 

To those who cbooae to borrow ; 

What time diaA \ \n vor^ & ^1:^^11^^ 

li I lend a crown. Vi-imt)TTC™i V" 
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" Kow, master, I must make some amends to these brave 
boys and girls for keeping them idle so long ; so Til expect 
to find every son and daughter of them at the orchard-gate 
next Saturday at half-past twelve o'clock, to see if they 
like the taste of the apples this year." (Exit, amid a joy- 
ful buzz.) 

The second and third lessons proceeded with no variation 
£rom the first. If the teacher was a conscientious man, he 
was little exposed to suffer from ennui. He would not 
think of letting his little kingdom disperse to dinner, 
either with their families or Duke Humphrey, without 
giving every individual three lessons. But if he was not 
tiiedj many a little man and woman was. He or she had 
no variety of occupation. It was only spelling a column 
firom top to bottom, or reading a bit of *« Brown, Jones, 
and Robinson in danger of being drowned ;" or a few of 
the grave platitudes of the " Economy of Human Life." 
And when the end of the column or half page of reading 
was reached, the poor child would be spelling or reading 
the same thing over again, or talking in a low tone to the 
next neighbours, right and left. Yes ; there was one little 
oasis in this desert — getting leave to go out. According 
to the number of pupils there was a provision of passes, 
consisting generally of the thigh-bones of calves or sheep. 
The moment a promenader appeared at the door with one 
of these after his refreshing excursion, there was a subdued 
fight waged by two or three urchins for the emblem of 
relaxation. The boy who by craft or force was victor 
came before the master, and either gave him a military 
salute with the weapon, or uttered the unvarying " Sir, • 
may I go out 1" and according to character and circum- 
stances he was refused or gratified. 

Another relaxation of a partially disagreeable nature 
was the public examination of a delinquent, and occa- 
sional hoidng. This extreme case the writer seldom wit- 
.nessed ; but no doubt it was not an uncommon occurrence 
where the teacher had not his temper well under command. 
Sometimes an obdurate little delinquent would, according 
to school tradition — we never witnessed the ^ivotrait^ — 
keep a pin in bis mouth, and while t\i^ \iYS^^%.^ ^^xw;^ 
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duty, and he was in agony, stick it into the neck of the 
unfortunate youth who acted as lyorH in the exciting Httle 
drama. Of course a boxing match at play-hoois would 
occasionally be the sequel. 

Alas ! as we write, a third cause of relief to the jaded 
spirits of the pupils comes before us. An old acquaintance 
of the master, or some one who wishes his child to be taken 
particular care 0^ pays a visit *^ And by this and by that 
we won't stir a foot till you just come in with us to Mn. 
Hand's, and take share of a pot of mulled beer or a tumbler 
of punch." Our lame friend having no particular love for 
the pint or glass, seldom accepted the invitation; but 
many a brother of the birch could be " over-persuaded ;" 
and then riot and idleness prevailed — not for the five 
minutes the master promised to be away, but during the 
two hours he was actually absent. Some one of the 
elder boys would on such an occasion be appointed lieu- 
tenant, but he could badly stem the tide of conversation, 
listy-cufl&ng, playing Walk of Troy or Fox and Goose on 
slates, games of marbles, or any other games in vogue. 

The relaxation last alluded to was dearly purchased. 
The master on his return would, if elevated, make a drunken 
oration to his tittering pupils, and give them liberty for 
the rest of the day ; or if he happened to have reached the 
quarrelsome stage of his elementj would give a general sweep 
of the rod, thrash a few individuals, and end with falling 
asleep on his chair. 

But the class hour has arrived ; every one qualified is 
standing in a curve ; and the younger children, released 
from surveillance, amuse themselves in comers with straws, 
or pebbles, or slate-and-cutter games of " Fox and Goose," 
or " Walls of Troy.*^ The pupils retained the places they 
licld last on the previous evening, or their position was 
determined by numbers written on folded bits of paper, 
and distributed by the master. He then passed round, 
and every boy and girl provided with a brass pin laid it in 
the half-closed book which he held in hand. He then 
gave out the first word in the column, which the head 
boy or girl attempted to spell and ex.plai\i. If unsuccessful, 
the next in rank made t\ie a\»\»^ia:p\.. ^\vft^"^vs^ ws^rAifts^'^ 
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took first place, and thus tlie exercise proceeded till a 
couple of columns were spelled through, or the same 
column was analyzed two or three times, and then came 
the tug of war. 

The queen, i. e, the boy or girl second in rank, proposed 
to the "king" the most out-of-the-way word he or she 
could remember from the columns of the ** Universal," or 
Entick's, or Jones's oblong little ** dixhenry" If the 
*• king" spelled the word correctly and told its meaning, he 
was safe so far, and then the *' prince," the third in the 
rank, tried him in the same way. If he failed, he was 
obliged to propose to prince, or Raymond, or Garrett, or 
Mauyaidh — ^in fact, whoever conquered him — a word to be 
treated in the same way. If the subject was successful, he 
was subject no more. He at once assumed the throne, 
though still liable to defeat from all who stood below his 
former place. If the very last was lucky in defeating the 
latest in possession, he succeeded to the crown, and (which 
was equally acceptable) the heap of pins, minus three, two 
of which consoled the queen, and one the prince. 

Great was the triumph of the little boy who won the 
pins : he could treat mother, sister, aunt, or little sweet- 
heart with these useful implements. Whatever may be 
thought of the share the pins had in the matter, no plan 
could have been more effectual in making good spellers. 

Nothing now remained but Catechism. It was then 
only twelve or thirteen years after the rebellion of 1 798, 
yet a neighbourly spirit pervaded the intercourse of Pro- 
testants and Boman Catholics ; and the young people of 
the old PcUentine (Palatine) families — the Whitneys, the 
Deacons, and others — resorted to the " academy," as the 
master enjoyed a good reputation for care and ability. 

Catechism hour having arrived, the master arranged 
his pupils in the chapel-yard when the school was at its 
throngest, and went through about half of " Devereux's 
Manual," then in use in the diocese of Ferns. The eldest 
or gravest of the Protestant children heard the whole of 
the comparatively short Church Catechism. We are not 
prepared to deny that when there waa no suitable teacher 
for tbem, one of the oldest Catholic "bo^^ ^il'crctw^^ "^^^ 
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ceremony, but our recollection on this point is misty and 
confused. 

At last all are dismissed, and they separate in small 
detachments, one taking the eastern road to Gurraym, one 
the road to Kilanne, on the Boss road, and another the 
field path up Cnoc-na-Cro. The master is invited to pass 
the night in a farmer's house, say in Tomenine ^ and he and 
all the youths and maidens going in the same direction 
enjoy a pleasant walk. The cares of the day being ovei; 
and the sun now not very high over the White Mountain, 
all past grievances are forgotten, and every one is prepared 
to enjoy the present relaxation enhanced by the delightfol 
evening. Magisterial dignity is laid aside ; the children 
shout and chase one another, or hold pleasant chat round 
him. Eecollections of such evening returns seem to them 
in after days like glimpses of some lost Eden. 



Breakfast being over, Bryan and his fair companion 
resumed their journey, Bryan taking an opportunity of 
entering the adjoining chapel in the interim, to say a 
prayer or two. As they were proceeding along the Boss 
road, Miss Kichards cordially commended the custom 
amongst Catholics, of leaving open their places of worship 
for the convenience of devout souls, who wish to with- 
draw themselves from the cares of the world for a few 
moments, and hold communion with their Creator. 

Bryan. — In towns and cities they have much advantage 
over us who live in country places : for here you often 
have to search for the key if you wish to go into a chapel. 
There is a pretty little story common among us, which, 
whether it is true or not, induces us when passing chapels 
to enter and pray, if it was only for half a minute. 

> ♦ ♦ ♦ < 



CHAPTEE XXXIY. 

THE GOOD BOY AND THE ENVIOUS BOY. 

^* There was once a lord and a lady, and they had two ser- 
vant boys. One of them was a fine innocent young fellow 
whom everybody was ioud oi \ ^xv^ ^^ C)»'0cis^ ^^^ «sc 
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3nyions ounkrcuin, who begrudged all about bim the very 
dr they breathed. The lady was very kind to the good 
ronng boy because he was so well disposed, and because 
ler little son and daughter were so fond of him. The bad 
)oy was always striving to buz into the lord's head some 
nifltrust of hiis comrade ; and at last, as they were coming 
lome firom hunting, a devilish grin came on his face as he 
)oiiited to where the lady was standing in the garden, and 
he page holding her hand in both his own, and his mouth 
lown on it. Well, the lord was astonished you may be 
me, and his face became like a coal. He said nothing, 
lut walked up to his room without speaking to any one. 

** Now there was a foundry on his estate, and there he 
ode in the cool of the evening. He went into the room 
7here the great furnace was, and said he to the two men 
hat were minding it^ * If any one comes to you to-morrow 
noming, and asks you &om me if the job I gave you is 
lone^ take him and pitch him into the red fire before 
^ou.'— * Oh Lord, sir, what has he done V — * If he wasn't 
vorthy of death, I wouldn't be here to give this order.' — 
Your lordship, it shall be done.' 

**Next morning says he to the young boy, *Go down to the 
bundry, and ask the two men that are minding the fire, 
f the job I gave them is finished V The page wished for 
lothing better. The sun was shining, and he'd have a 
lelightfol walk through the meadows and the wood. So 
16 went on, the birds singing in the trees, and he singing 
ilong with them out of innocence and a light heart. The 
neadows brought him to the wood, and he had to go more 
ihan two miles across it to come out on the road on the other 
dde, and there was the foundry. After he was half a mile 
nto it^ he bethought him of a piece of advice his mother 
jave him when he was leaving home, and that was — never 
o take a short cut while he had the liigh road to travel by. 

" Back he turned to where a cross path led out to the 
•oad on the left. About the time he got out on the road, 
lis wicked comrade (who had heard of his lord's order to 
he men at the foundry, and was eager to see if it was 
)beyed) was entering the wood by the same way that he 
ras taking at £i8t, and kept waiUdng along ^^t^ ^\s^s^ 



266 THE BANES OF THE BOBO. 

but not 80 smart as to overtake the good boy if he hadn't 
turned back. 

" While the good boy was going along without huirying 
himself he came up to a little chapel by the roadside, and 
he did not pass it without going in to say some prayen. 
For that was another parting advice his mother gave him, 
never to pass by a chapel that was open, without going in 
and performing some devotion. Mass was just beginninft 
and he thought for the short time it would hold it waort 
worth his while to go out. So he joined earnestly in the 
devotion, and when it was over he stepped out rather quick 
to make up for the delay. When he came to the fdrnaee 
he asked the men if the job their lord gave them the day ' 
before was done. ' OQi, faith it is so,' said the vdckedeii 
looking of the two, and he put the devil's grin on him, 
and pointed to the furnace. Though he didn't understand 
him, he didn't like his looks nor his tones ; so he turned 
round, and set off as smart as he could. 

"The lord was sitting in his hall, rather troubled in 
mind, long after the young boy left the house. He begin 
to be afraid that he had been too hasty. It might be all 
innocent enough, he thought ; my wife might be after 
doing something for himself or his mother, and that's the 
way he was showing his gratitude. I was very wrong. 
There is no more than suspicion after all. He called the 
first servant that was passings * Go and call So-and-So' 

(naming the "svicked boy) * Sir, I saw him going the 

same way that the widow's son took after you gave him 
some directions.' ' How long after f * About half an 
hour.' Just at that moment in came the lady of the house, 
and she made a sign to the servant to go out. 

" She then held over her hand that had a sore on it to 
her husband, and said with such a pious and grateful aii 
on her features, *0h, my dear husband, how happy I am, 
and how glad you'll be to hear of the escape I had yester- 
day ! While myself and the children and the widow's son 
were walking in the garden, I was pulling a flower, and a 
snake darted on my hand and bit it. Oh, so frightened as 
I was ! But the poor boy ran and caught it, and sucked 
away at the wound, spitting owt e^«t^ tiq^ «sA "Ce^scl* '^^ 
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doctor was luckily in the castle, and the moment I could 
draw my hand fix)m the poor boy's mouth, and get to my 
room, I had him brought Well, he said nothing could be 
better than what the poor child did ; but to make sure he 
put some caustic to it He said he couldn't be sure whether 
&ere would be any danger till to-day. I did not tell you 
all along for fear of afi^cting you ; but the doctor saw it 
just now, and said there was no danger whatever. Oh, 
aren't you glad V 

** N^either I nor any one could describe the torment he 
endured while Ins wife was speaking. His face was fright- 
ful to see. As his lady stopped he sprung up like a mad- 
man and was rushing out, when the door opened and there 
was the boy he thought burned to a cinder, full of life and 
Bprightliness, before him, and his face so rosy after his 
walk. Only there was a chair at hand he'd have fallen on 
the floor. There he sat without saying a word or raising 
his eyes for a quarter of an hour, feeling a deadly sickness 
inside of himself, and as if his brain was going to burst. 
His lady and the ^age were terribly frightened ; but he 
made signs to them to be quiet^ and at last came to him- 
self. 

"When he was able to question the young boy, and 
heard all he could tell, and saw no sign of the envious 
creature making his appearance, he guessed how it came 
about, and saw the hand of God in the rescue of the inno- 
cent and the punishment of the guilty. 

" He was up to this time a passionate and selfish sort of 
man, fond of worldly pleasures of all kinds ; but a great 
reformation took place in him from that day. He acknow- 
ledged to his wife the whole thing from beginning to end, 
and while he lived he lamented the doom of the unhappy 
informer." 

Miss Richards acknowledged that it was a nice little 
story ; but said that she had not the pleasure of knowing 
many young boys so innocent or well-intentioned as the 
page. 
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CHAPEERXXXY. 

BBOILB AND TBAGBDm AXOVa mOHBOnBiL 

Thbbb was no lack of niljectB finr conveiisaAion as iiuf 
proceeded. Brjran, casldng his eyes op tlie moanfam, 
cau^t mgfai at an object on which to hang a tale^ and fenl 
to Miss Mcharda^ ** Can yon see the lazge white hooss tl 
the left of that straggling street that runs oat on the oon 
monf It stands by itself and belongs to a ffentknMB^ 
fiumer £eom the barony of Forth: the people of tiie ooimtf 
here call him 'the Barony/ He had firar brave jov^f 
fallows tat sons ; and several years since they were aettfi 
as they came out from Mass 1^ a dan that uiey had aoml 
disagreement with. I believe that the enemy did siil 
bnng their sticks inside the chapeL They were fbnudMil 
with them oatside, and they f cul on the &th6r and ssMI 
whan they appeared, as if it was thrashing com they wm 
However, they had not all the sport to themselyesiy for tki 
others soon wrested sticks oat of their hands, and fimj^ 
like lions, and leathered them right and left Til nam 
forget one of the young fellows getting his back to the wall 
of the chapel yard, and keeping off four or five of his 
assailants, till an old thief with his two legs in the grave, 
as you might say, got on the wall over him, and struck at 
him with a long wattle. Poor Father Murphy heard the 
uproar before he was entirely unvested. You may be stue 
he made what haste he could ; and only for the wondeis 
he performed with voice and whip, and the help he got 
from the sensible portion of the congregation, neither the 
poor Barony nor his sons would ever more eat a bit of the 
world's bread." 

Miss Eichards shuddered, and expressed an opinion that 
if these wicked men had been in the habit of reading their 
Bible daily, they never would have committed such a de- 
testable action. Bryan, who knew all the trouble good 
Father James had taken with them in the way of private 
advice, sermons, and solemn exhortations in confessioii, 
shook his head on hearing the remark, for he was better 
acquainted with the bitterness of some country feuds. 

Our travellers were noNv t\«mx\^itoTCL>(\i^Vssi«t^tfi^\ft 
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be upper one that runs nearly parallel to it ; and Bryan 
ointed out the abode of Darby Luke, and mentioned what 
trial his backwardness in catechism had been to Father 
[urphy. As they proceeded up the lane, Bryan, still 
sting as showman to the district, mentioned that the hill 
p which they were proceeding was called Cnoc-na-Cro^ 
robably from the fact of its summit having been adorned 
ith a ^dlows in the good old times. " The name," he ob- 
jonredy '' has been enshrined in the caoine of a poor woman 
ho lived by the side of the road we have just left. Her 
ttle child was laid out to be waked, and she caoined away, 
Lterrupting her sorrowful song at intervals to notice occur- 
SQces taking place round her, or to greet visitors as they 
dtered, something like this : — 

"Ah, Philippeen alanna? you are lying white enough 
Q the table. Wouldn't you be glad if you knew it, to 
Be the good neighbours thronging to your wake ! Yes, 
adeed, Shebale, As I was telling you, the old man left her 
verything, from the high- standing bed down to the puttha 
y, *sa puttha moVj '«a yarra futtha ; and still she wasn't 
itisfied ; and she was as down in the mouth as I am to- 
ight^ and my PhiUppeen gone. Oh, Philippeen achudhf 
■ I had staid at home, and minded you myseli^ you'd be 
live and hearty to-night maybe. Oh, millta moUoch, 
'hat will I do for you at all, at all ! Ah, Cauth asthore, 
ut it here [give me your hand]. How is every rope's 
sngth of you 1 Ah, Whitefoot ! you may yowl and cry for 
oor Philippeen ; you'll never more run your could nose 
p again his face. And to think of that envious servant 
oy of Mogue Murphy's saying that poor Whitefoot used 
3 be killing his sheep at night j and it his own thief of a 
og that was doing it, all the time ! For didn't John 
Kennedy see him early in the morning in the valley run- 
ing up the Httle stream from Father Murphy's ; and 
rhat was h© doing do you think ? Shovelling his bloody 
inzzle through the grass, just as wise as a Christian, while 
be dew was heavy on it. 

" But when I went to C7ruc-na-Cro', 
To get a nurse for my Philippeen oh *. 
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When I came home I got Philippeen dead. 

Philippeen oh' a Tiagur / 
Blackf oot oh ! and Whitefoot a gra gaX, 
Don't yez see poor Philippeen on the table f* 

kc, &C., &c. 

Bryan being, in a sense, conscientious in small matteO) 
did not inflict any more of this olla on his audience ; bit 
remarked that the poor child seemed to have been higUy 
favoured in being removed to happiness from the training 
which might naturally be expected firom his impulaiTe^ 
gossipping parent. They were now emerging upon the 
upper road, and had on the right a fine view of Black- 
stairs, and of the house and groves of Grange lying warn 
and sheltered on its southern side. Before them and to 
their left lay the long slope of the White Mountain, 
darkened by the patches of black mould where turf had 
been cut away among the purple-flowered heath and gwf 
rocks. Between it and the ridge on which they efood 
foamed the Boro, its waters stained dark brown with taif 
mould, and churned into &oth by the numerous large stones 
in its bed. The green and brown fields below the com- 
mon, the farm-houses with their bawns sheltered by elder 
shrubs, the long straggling village of Ballybawn, the 
Carlow road emerging from it, and stretching like a grey 
ribbon along the green and purple side of the slope,— all 
lay as in a finely coloured picture before them, smiling in 
the sunlight, and appearing livelier from a patch or two of 
shadow flung from a fleecy cloud overhead. 

About six years before the occurrence of these incidents, 
and on a fine afternoon in summer, great sheets of water 
burst out in various places from the side of this hill, and, 
rushing down the slope, formed a flood in the valley. AVe 
could see from Coolbawn the flashing surfaces of the broad 
torrents as they issued from the hill-side, and they were 
visible even at Courtnacuddy. One of our companions 
was crossing on the stepping-stones at the end of Father 
Murphy's garden, when he saw, as he thought, a moun- 
tain of water rushing down upon him; but it was still 
some distance away, and it was God's will that he should 
escape. 
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The damage done to the crops and hay-ricks that ad- 
>iiied the river was very great indeed ; turf-clamps were 
wept away ; and hlocks of bog-wood, the size of a small 
)om, were found along the stony bed of the river below 
le bridge of Tomenine, after they had spread terror among 
le lookers-on, while thundering down with the gloomy 

As the travellers came down to the Crooked Bridge, 
ijan resumed his " tales of the times of old " as follows : 

** You see a lane winding up through the fields on the 
ft of the street of Ballybawn, till it ends at the open 
>nimon. A little house stands just where the waste and 
le cultivated lands join ; and that house once contained 
volume of the Arabian Nights, for the loan of which your 
rother (that is to be) set out from home one Sunday after- 
oon- The volume had been lent by one of our neigh- 
otUB to the mountaineer ; and as no one ever yet returned 
bonowed story-book, Edward took the shortest mode of 
etting the treasure into his possession. Ah, how he used 
) dwell on the rapture which the sight of the sheep-skin 
>Yer gave him. And though it was sunset when he 
lined, his face homewards, he read while he had light, as 
e paced easily along, and thought but little of the ^tigue 
r die darkness that overtook him. 

** The owner of the book, which was in four volumes, 
lad lent another volume to one of the Breens of Curragh- 
raigue, and as it might be returned at soonest in about 
3yen years, Ned started after it on another holiday, lie 
rent through the village of Elaim, got into the forest of 
[ilaughrim, crossed it, waded the Urrin, previously re- 
loving his shoes and stockings, and found on reaching the 
lOUse that the book was in Forrestalstown, just at his 
wn bawn-gate; and there sure enough he got it next 
ay." 

After descanting a while on the great inconveniences and 
he little advantage arising from a habit of romantic read- 
Qg, Bryan's discourse was about to languish, when, casting 
k lucky glance in the direction of Templeudigan, he was 
eminded of a fearful tragedy which had occurred some 
ime hefoie in the townland of BaUmdoioi^. ^^ Ssk 
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a sad thing, Miss Eichards/' said he, " when the upper and 
lower classes in a country are of different races and religions, 
and when one of them traces their line from the conquerors 
and the other from the conquered, and neither seems dis- 
posed to forget the past, but still keeps up unkind and 
unchristian feelings. I have seen moiJ^eys in. a carayan 
at Enniscorthy ; and when any one out of kindness 
handed them bread or fruit, some of them would snap at 
the giver's hand, and tear it if they could, out of spite for 
the bad treatment they had got from former visitors. 
Why should we imitate them 1 If the descendants of the 
persecutors of our great, great grandfathers forget old feuds, 
and stretch out their hands in friendship to us, are we to 
refuse them? They have never wronged us, and thej 
wish to repair as far as they can the injury done us by 
their sires. 

" Now, there was a gentleman that took some land on 
the side of the mountain here, beyond that spur on fiie 
left, in a townland called Ballindonny. His name iws 
Loftus Frizelle. He had been a captain in the king's 
troops in * 98 ' ; and was twice near being shot by tiie 
insurgents ; and twice he was saved on account of the 
humane character he bore. Indeed at one time a parcel 
of women surrounded him, and would not let him be put 
to death. As I said, he took this farm some years since, 
and lived on it, and gave employment to a great number of 
people, and was well liked. Some folk, however, owed him 
a spite for the taking of the land, and Moll Doyle and hr 
daughters were hired to pay him a visit. He was sitting 
comfortably at his good turf fire one evening, resting him- 
self after his day's labour, for he never flinched from work; 
and no one was with him but an old housekeeper, when 
four fellows with blackened faces walked in, and presented 
their guns at him. I don't well know what discourse 
passed ; but we may suppose that he offered to do anything 
in reason to have his life spared. It is supposed that all 
were for letting him off but one ; but when this fellow 
levelled his piece at poor Frizelle, he sprung on him, gripped 
the gun, and a dreadful struggle took place. Frizelle at 
last wrenched the gun o\x\. oi >SL^\i'asA^ Q.i\:^^^-^<eai:j^^V^ 
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roared out to the others, and asked them would they see 
him killed. He then came to close quarters with Frizelle 
again, and swore that if they did not assist him he would 
shoot them like dogs as soon as he was at liberty. Mr. 
Enzelle defended himself as a brave and desperate man 
would, and, getting an opportunity, he dealt his enemy 
snch a powerM blow that he flung him headlong to the 
very end of the room. The others, seeing him now at 
libCTty, and the gun in his grasp, felt it was time to inter- 
fere ; so they rushed in and pinioned him. His strength 
was so great that he got two of them down, but while 
straggling for life, his first foe, picking himself up, and 
taking the gun out of one of his comrades' hands, blew its 
contents though the entire length of his body, and the 
straggle was over. 

" Of course the news ran like wildfire through the barony, 
an inquest was held, people were taken up on suspicion ; 
but the murderer was not discovered at the time. How- 
ever, a part of the lock of a gun was found on the fioor 
where the struggle took place, and one of the policemen 
put it into his pocket, where it remained for some months. 
** Sometime after, a flock of sheep, straying from their 
owner's lands, committed trespass on a field belonging to 
Solomon D., a little farmer who lived in Bally hiland. His 
wife, spying the mistake, impounded the intruders till their 
owner would come and pay for the damage. In due time 
the sheep were liberated, but their owner insisted that one 
of them was missing. He asked in the most insinuating 
manner if D.'s wife had lately refreshed herseK or family 
with a mutton-chop ; but instead of gratifying his curiosity, 
she gave him a tart reply, and hinted at an action for 
defamation of character. The unreasonable man, not yet 
satisfied, revealed his grievance to the police at Enniscorthv ; 
and Solomon received a visit in consequence, at a tiiiio 
when no visit was looked for. Nothing was discovered ; 
but one of the police, being attracted by the sight of a 
handsome firelock over the fire-place, drew near and care- 
lessly inspected its works. The gun was a good one, but 
wanted a bit of the lock ; and this the insp^ctot ^m^a^Vv-^ 
at once by simply putUng his hand inlua pock£\« §i Avi\si<s^ 
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iraa iufonued that he must come before the nest magii 
'.bate ; and there the gun itself came under the notice of 11 
•fbnnei! owner, Mr. Gladney, a, pensioner, from whom ; 
iai been stolen about three years bock. I will not tii 
jou with the trial at Wesford, nor the evidence, nor tl 
.Bpeeches of counsel. The guilty man was himged in 
i,ji«ddock adjoining the house in which the murder w 
committed ; and there was a very unpleoaaiit Bpirit i 
Curiosity and excitement through the barony on the daji 
the execution. You may be sure that neither Edwar 
nor Charles, nor myself, nor any of our people, went t 
witness the dreadful spectacie." 

At the end of this uarrative our travellers had g 
tfiaoagh the long rough paved street of Ballybawn, ai 
I were now on the bare side of the mountain, the uneTi 
■tony way leading straight before them along the sids 
CooOagh to the defile between the hills. The youngSd 
tumbled and flowed down on theii right, presenting asen 
of black poob, shallow falls, and eddies crested with bnnr 
ish-yellow foam, and large elime-covered stones scattei 
along its bed. At the other side of this stream a genl 
ascent, basking in the clear warm air, and spotted nil 
COWS and sheep, led np to Cahir Boadh's Den; and iti 
^e sloping line lan upwards till it ended in the mgg 
summit of Blackataira. Groups of boya, and women, a 
men were to be seen above and below the road, cnttii 
tmf, and arranging it for drying on the grass and heal 
Hare Miss Riuhards descended from her cage ; and Bi;i 
directed Tom to take the horse and car back to when t 
lane met the Eosa road near the Crooked Bridge ; to tn 
to the right to Mr. Somers's liouse ; to fill his creel th 
with good tur^ and wait for hia return, which he mig 
look for in about two hours and a half. 

So they set off along the mountain road, keeping t 
soft grassy bank by its side — not arm in arm, for coonl 
etiquette does not sanction that practice except in the a 
of avowed lorera — and the conversation was renewed. S 
asked him for the full, true, and particular account of t 
Den and its red master, and he proceeded to detail alltl 
remained of the ingVoiiona TosmJiT^ oi C*!Ka'S»aSii, 
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CHAPTER XXXVL 

THB LBGBND OF OAHIB BUADH. 

Bbd Chabley exercised the profession of rapparee and 
cattle-lifter in the old unsettled times ; and as he leant his 
heayy hand only on the rich bodagha and the clan Sasianach 
who dwelt in the low country, and occasionally dropped 
% aheep or a quarter of beef at the doors of poor people on 
khe mountain side, he was rather popular than otherwise. 
A fox seldom pounces on a goose or hen in the neighbour- 
hood of his burrow. So, getting easy in his circumstances, 
and feeling time hang heavy in his cavern up there on the 
hill side, he began to dwell on the pleasure of having his 
solitude cheered by the presence of a female friend. He 
Mflt his eyes in an unlucky hour on the daughter of a 
Eurmer who lived about that spot beyond the river, where 
you see the big ash-trees surrounding the house and bawn, 
and the lane running up at the back of it. The Hyneses 
live there now, a brave, raw-boned family they are. One 
of the daughters is as fine and as personable a girl as 
you would see from this to Castleboro. One day that I 
oalled there on some business, the boys were not at hand, 
and fodder was wanted. My brave Bess did not use much 
oeiemony about it, she took flail in hand, and thrashed 
away, observing, **What a fine thing it is to have the 
bone of a man about a house !" 

" Mr. Boche, yourself and this young girl would make a 
finQ couple." 

"Ah! you are mistaken; it is very seldom you see a 
man and a woman who resemble each other in size and 
complexion fsdl in love with each other. Whatever is the 
cause^ the result is a good one at all events. If like took 
bo like, we would soon have tribes of soft-headed giants, 
cudgelled and tyrannized over by a race of cantankerous, 
ill-conditioned dwarfs. But see, we have strayed from our 
story. 

" This farmer's daughter I have spoken of used to smile 
at Gahir, and exchange a word occasionally with him 
when he would be going on his expeditions or returning 
from them. He waa very sweet mth. \iei, 'VsviXiV^ ^^a^^sxA 



2j6 THE BANKS OF THE BORO. 

thot though she hud no objection to being odmiied, she 
did not ecem to relish domestic life in a hill cave. So on« 
day, as he waa coining from the low lands, mounted on lus 
trusty eteed, for which he had fitted up a cave in the 
neighbourhood of his own retreat, he stopped at the bawn- j 
gate, and asked for a drink. The young damsel bron^ | 
himagoodEOgginofmilkwithoutanysnapicion; butwLili i 
she was chatting and laughing, she felt the robbeii's arm 
round her waist, and berself in an instant flung up hniae 
him on the horee. He stopped her mouth as quickly a 
he could, but not bo quickly as to prevent her from giriug 
A scream that would split a rock. To the heels \ntii ]m 
op the hill-eide as fast as he uould lay leg to the ground i 
but her brothers were out in a second, and between tbeiB- 
selves and the neighbours they caught some horsea^ mid 
pursued the wolf and his prey. 

" Now a Bweetheart of hers, who was not latterly on 
very good terms with her on account of her whima, aaw 
the flight and pursuit from his own bawn ; and without 
knowing that himself was bo nearly concerned, he can^ 
Ilia favourite horse that was then at baud on the common, 
and dashed onwards to the head of the procession. Tot 
may well imagine his terror when he recognised the kw- 
chief and gown of his own colleen. Shouting ont and 
pressing his steed, he dashed at full career at the villim. 
Except a good stick of tough oak, he was unarmed, bd 
that did not slacken his speed till Cahir, seeing himMlf 
beset, pulled out a horse-pietol &om the holster, and pre- 
aenting it at the head of die poor girl, whom he still hold 
thrown across the horse's shoulder, he swote a dreadfbl 
oath that he would draw the trigger if any one came a yaid 
nearer. This threat struck such a dread into them, thit 
they did not attempt to approach too close. He kept oi^ 
and got to the bottom of the last ascent, when, as God 
would have it, his horse's fore-foot got entan^ed in a hole 
that was concealed by loose grass, and down came man, 
woman, and steed. He was obliged to loose his hold in 
the &1], and when he recovered his 1^^ he felt that 1» 
must strive to make his escape alone. The lover and one 
of her brothers had got ^jet-neea ^toa. «3A\ai> '<aiLSi£i,ib& 
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victim, and rushed on him despite the pistol still grasped 
in his hand. Seeing the extremity in which he stood, he 
diEMsharged the weapon, hut it happily made only a flesli 
wound in the lover's arm ; and then he took to the hill 
with his utmost speed to reach the cave. He was over- 
taken hy his two foes, and a fierce stroke levelled him 
within a few perches of his retreat ; but such was his 
strength and activity that he jumped up immediately, 
and, armed with his long pistol, kept his assailants employed 
for some time. All were now in full charge running 
.towards the group of combatants, and a blow of the sweet- 
heart's sapling on Cahir's elbow sent the weapon some yards 
away on the heath. 

finding that further resistance was out of the question, 
he now flew towards the mouth of the cave, which opened 
.to the air like a mine-hole. There were nicely-contrived 
holes and holdfasts in the side, by which he could get 
down at his ease when he was not in a hurry ; but now 
the lover kept at his heels like a bloodhound, and just as 
they approached the yawning gul^ he struck furiously at 
.Cahir, hand and foot, and down went the ruffian head fore- 
most. No one seemed anxious to follow him, as they were 
not acquainted with the trick of the steps ; and there was 
great joy among the crowd, you may depend. The damsel 
died with both joy and sorrow when her brave sweetheart 
came down the lull ; she tied up his arm with her hand- 
kerchief and vowed that she never would vex him again 
while she lived; yet all that, I dare say, was not able t(» 
prevent a little tiff or two both before and after the knot 
was tied. People were afraid for a long time to try tin* 
adventure of the cavern, as they say in story-books. 1 
never heard any account I could depend on, of any one 
having explored it since that time, but about twenty years 
ago it was stopped up, as many sheep and cows were lost 
by going too near the edge. 

" Kow here we are on the bounds of Carlow and Wex- 
ford. Take a look at your own country, for you will not 
see it again for some days. What a fine wide view wv 
have here, from the seat of the O'Eavanagh far awav ti. 
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the right till the eye rests an the Iiffl of ]fitattt^ Thii 
it i% flhootiBg up like a ragai^IiCMiJ^ to the leftof iiieQil 
town of Orafffue-na^Manha, 



CHAPTEE XXXV3L 

AH AOOIjDJBNT ABRD AS AUhHOUHl OOBWKHBBXM^ 

Now, patient reader, auppoee our ttovellen to have li^ 
Bcended the defile along a Terj atony and nnevcni toAK 
huge rocka and great earthen aoanm on their ii^t hand m. 
moraasea on thcw left beyond a long apor of the UI; 
the oahinB on either side resembling doga sitting on thk; 
haunches, and the few nativea in sight betn^fing a wMkit 
ooltivation in their dress and demeanonr. At Utftftj^ 
met the load travelled about a twelvenonth biM 
by the afBanoed loveiBt and hese they parted, tille Mi^ 
taking the level road towards Giaigae^ and Brj^an lalMMttg 
his steps np the hill side. 

When Bryan found himself alone, and though 0f Hi 
own affairs, be began to feel uncomfortable. The day vai 
pretty well advanced ; he had to get back from Ballj* 
gibbon before Tom would set out for home ; and he did 
not rightly know bow to account for the ramble, nor 'whs^ 
to say to Tom on the subject ; for he did not feel hinudf 
yet at liberty to speak about Edward's affairs. Arriving 
near the verge of the hill, he sat on a stone for a while to 
rest and take council with himself ; and a confused series 
of images began to scamper through the chambers of his 
brain, coursing each other, intermingling and separating; 
till he became aware of a tendency to sleep. Tbis fright- 
ening him a bit, he rose in a hurry, and resumed his up- 
ward journey. He made more haste than good speed, 
however, for, walking along the edge of a bank, his fooi 
slipped into a concealed cavity ; he was thrown down, and 
his instep sprained. Here he was disabled on a lonely 
hillside, suffering pain, and no chance of aid perhaps for 
hours, his absence not accounted for at home, his femily 
dismayed ; Sleeveen again at his ^ood offices ; a likely 
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report of his going off in company with a strange young 
woman, and the consequent distress of Theresa. All these 
ideas filled his mind with most disagreeable confusion ; 
and so bitterly did he dwell on the fright of his own family, 
and the grief or resentment of Theresa, that tears which 
no bodily pain could wring from him burst forth, and the 
strong and fearless young man wept for some time like a 
child. 

This indulgence brought a little temporary rehef ; but 
he presently felt a pang of remorse for forgetting the im- 
mediate and watchful care of Providence, which is as near 
and effective in the desert as in crowded cities. He in- 
voked God's pardon and protection, and resigned himself 
to the divine will to the utmost of his power, though his 
jCoot continued in a very painful state, and a couple of 
hours the longest and the most dreary he ever experienced, 
slowly passed over his head. 

At last he got sight of an uncouth-looking lad, who was 
probably hunting for some strayed sheep. He called as 
k>adly as he could raise his voice, and on the boy's approach, 
begged him to run over the brow, and go on till he 
would meet some turf-cutters, and beg them to come for 
Qod'a sake and help him out of his helpless position. 
** Let them know," said he, ** that 1 am from the neigh- 
bourhood of Castleboro, and tell them to bring a car if 
possible, to take me down to some friends in Ballygibbon 
or Tomenine." 

The lad speedily disappeared ; and in little more than 
half an hour was seen recrossing the brow of the hill, 
accompanied by two men. Great was Bryan's comfort in 
recognising in these two Doctor Kelly of Rathnure, and 
one of the Somerses, to whose place Tom had returned for 
the turf After some questions and explanations the 
doctor examined the foot, and comforted the patient with 
the assurance that it was only an ordinary sprain, and that 
all would be right in a day or two. The two men then 
raised him and supported him between them, till they got 
over the brow of the hill, and on to the eastern slope, 
whence there is so fine a prospect over the whole barony, 
and as £ur as Enmacorthy, There ihey in&\^ a cxymssisyDL ^^^ ^ 
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which had been put in request by the doctor when he fiist 
heard the news, and which had since been filled with soft 
heath and dry grass. Our friend was helped into it, and 
they set out for the lowlands, Mr. Somers insisting thai 
he should not pass BaUygibbon that night, and the doctor 
accompanying him thither. When they arrived they found 
that Tom had set out for home some time before. The 
doctor did what was needful in the way of his art, and 
Bryan was left resting on a bed — sofas not having yefc 
appeared in this hflly district — and a labourer 'sm 
dispatched to Mr. Roche's with the intelligence of the acdr 
dent, and a request that a car might be brought next daj 
to the chapel of Rathnure, whither he would be conveyed 
in one of Mr. Somers' s. Dr. Kelly did not expect to be 
home till late in the evening, or he would have taken thk 
duty on himsel£ 

Trifling negligences and trifling attentions are often 
attended with very important results. The messenger, on 
crossing the little stream which lies between the bawn and 
the road, had two ways before him. One led by the river 
down to Tomenine bridge, and so on by Father Murphya^ 
and the wood below it which extends to Castleboro bridge. 
The other was longer, making a considerable bend to the 
left ; but it passed near the chapel, and beside this chapel 
nourished Mr. Hand; and opposite lived Mr. Forrestal, 
and in both houses there was a good store of whiskey, beer, 
and wine. Perhaps a more unfit messenger could not have 
been selected. The following quatrain on his peculiarities 
is still remembered, and for anything I know to the con- 
trary it might have been composed by Paddy Quigly of 
Tomenine. 

* ' The youth whose praise I mean to sing is Billy Drooghan hight ; 
And arguing on religious points is Billy's great delight ; 
And when he finds his brain well heated at this exercise. 
To cool it down with whiskey punch he deems it wondrous wise." 

80 Billy, in an unlucky hour, and under the influence 
of the planet Bacchus, if such unsober wandering star 
exists, took the Rathnure road ; and we will follow his 
stcpSj and exhort bim to d\sci\v'oit^'^ V\a\,^^, ^\A^\sh>L<3^ 
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favour or prejudice deliver his message like a man of 

Alas, alas ! Billy got on well enough till ho camo to 
that bend in the road about twenty i)erches from Mrs. 
Hand's, at which point if he could gather courage to t^iko 
the lane on his right hand, his mission would be crowned 
with success. " Now, Billy," said he to himself at that 
most fatal spot, beginning like a fool to tam])cr with the 
fiend, "what harm would a tumbler of punch or a ])int of 
mulled beer, with the hot creamy froth on the top of it, do 
you after your hard week's work ? Harm ! not a ])it, })Ut 
a great deal of good. Ah ! but wouldn't it be bettor to 
keep the fi'penny for Martin Drooghan and the old mo- 
ther? Faith it would; but still all work and no jilay 
makes Jack, that is Bill, a dull hoy. Yes, but mayl»o 
if I turn into Mrs. Hand's, I may make a baste of niysf-H", 
and the family down there will be in a fright about their 
big boy : 1 ought to strain a iif»int for him ; we are about 
the tallest, us two. in the barony. Hurroo for IJry;iii I 
good-bye, Mrs. Hand !" and stoutly he wended on for ab* nit 
seven perches in the direction of the village. "That's it. 
Billy," said he. " Often 1 hear them any I havnnt t}i»- 
sthrenth of a thraneen when beer and whisk v is in tho wav : 
FU show them they're liars. But now what s the u.^'; .1 
a man making a galley-slave of himself from M-^i* iiy 
morning to Saturday night, and neither r ^joth nor f?jy.:*. f : 
it? You deserve to be rewarde<l for vour f^nir.f^rs. B:'.!v. 
and you shalL One tumbler or a i-ir.t 111 tik'r, ar.d :f '.:..- 
priest was on the ap'.'t, and offfrr*:*! i..*: fxLoth*;?, it -":.:.:_ • 
touch my lips. And iXH only ri:.':it '.o hH'i-.-zi^^ .1: 
neighbours. How coiW Mrs. Har.i k-r^j- :, '.■:.-■: :: r. . ::_ 
called to taste her H'ri-.-z ) Or L.t c. -1 i liri:. r- 1-: - : :1 
good prices for barley ind c^'.-.. :i h-e -: ----- r. : "■ :-~ : 1 :. . : 
whisk V distilled- AzA :: *r.e i-Jizs.-.r- IW :..'. jr. -.:. - . 
prices, do you tL:L.k tiLej cv:. 1 i -v -:-.;.-: rliVvi. : : 
labour? Isn't :• i:.rz. '-% :.:-.■ :. l:.:.-: — ::_ i_ -.'-:.- .1 
mind von ?■' He eL-.e:<?f ::.•: i! ;-:.'.-: — .::_ ...-■- 
on his lips, and h.'al: ■"■a" :■.-.■-; v ;„.- :.■,:- '■ -.-. . -_j 
acquaintance To:= V-iz-r "i- -.*:.:-.: \\ \:.-. \1' .-.. "it.- 
ience, who bad zimllr 1: -. e:r- .' -.i b—1 y i i----.*'- "J-'-i -...s. 
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BpaxaA wings at sight of Tom's Uack cmSg lamA^ and Idt 
her nnladiy proteg^ to his own discretion. 

Tom and Billy had had m hosdng loatcftt or two^ra ndv, 
the result of vows of fnandihip maoa ofer ths'tumUBr'tf 
qoart; hut as neitiier had room in hia hp<Hly •Iruc loia I J 
dieriahed spile, and aa each of thflim was gifted wibii 
large amonnt of animal tooragey they ^weze not « hit Air. 
worse frienda Inthesameoonipmy weaeeflflao Jedno^ 
of the ^ Leinster Legend^'' and iMkomAdMt^^ ^' 

Denis was a solemn-looking man, w leaat bit in ttk 
world of a Yoteen. He Hred at the eomn. where the 1m[ 
rising j&om the find nnder Skthnnre Tillage fneeta 
Gurrawn road, and where -Joanna had seea Bkyaa 
Biddy Foley co&Tersing. From thiaeomer'yoalMik 
one road towards Castlehoro hridjve^ and along tlie 
hend to a littU paradise whete a nrandi of ifie . W 
fJEunily and anotner of HbB Hdroeoiluareaepanited ^^^JM 
with sweethriar hedges on either hand. An, whit ar-aMf 
of ducks, pigs, geese, turkeys, and hens fknnished im 1ft 
Homeck's large hawn, and how sweet were the apfiUkttit 
grew in the old orchaTd : I am well qualified to speak ti 
their excellenca A stream coming down from Grange^ 
and flowing under the orchard just named, held on ito 
course till it joined the Boro just ahove Mr. Graham's 
mill. 

Donogha was a sworn vassal to old Mrs. Whitney. 
Indeed these old Palatine families could command the 
services of their Catholic dependants to a great extent; they 
were so considerate, so good-natured, and so little of an 
exacting disposition. He was holding forth on a very tiy^ 
ing grievance just as Billy entered, and when the tumhkr 
was ready, and Billy was preparing to become " glorious," 
he continued, "Yes, indeed, Mr. F. ; the masthress, » 
humble as I look, never does anything without consultiBg 
me. Tm sure I wonder what she sees in me to make hffl 
so fond of getting my opinion. But I pay for it sometimes 
with all the tricks that limb of the divil thaf s living iB 
my bawn is always playing off on me — sure you know him 
well enough, Billy Clear (Glared '^d be han^ to himl 
I was warming my poor \eg^ axiiQi iBfe\» Wjl'^ ^j^^^rS^ t&s^ ^ 
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.ast winter at my own fireside ; my brogues were off, and 
[ w^as holding up my legs v)ady4mckedy, to get the benefit 
>f the hate^ when what did I hear outside of the door but 
^e very voice of tbe mistress calling out, ' Are you within, 
Denis f it was her own grand and genteel way of speak- 
ing. ' TcLBy McHaft^ says I ; * I will be with you in a minute. 
Biddy, you bosthoon, bring me my brogues till I go speak 
to tlie mistress.' Well, the brogues got a good deal of 
nretting in the day, and Biddy was going to graxt 'em just 
tit the moment ; but they were so crusty after the drying 
she gave 'em, that I was very hard set to get 'em on ; and 
[ so confused with the mistress crying out, ' Denis, if it is 
dot convenient, don't stir from the fire. What I have to 
Bay is of no consequence : I can get Jack Tobin to do it 
for me as I go home ; good night, Denis.' * Oh, stay, 
ma'am/ says I ; * I'm just ready. Bother your ungainly 
l^flTtrla, Biddy : what need you scorch the brogues in this 
manner % I'm comin', ma'am, I'm comin'.' Well, when 
1 did come out in the piercing night air, in my poor bald 
head, (all out of respect) what should I see but masther 
Billy sitting on the hopping-block, and his sides spUtting 
ivith. the laughing ? * Is that you, my lad P says I. * It 
is, Mr. Dhonogha,' says he : * didn't I do it nate X * You 
did, you scum o' the airth,* says I, * and a shin of yours 
you "won't warm at my hearth this winter.' 

Jenvmy F, — I think, Denis, that you suppose Mrs. 
Whitney to be made of different flesh and blood from our- 
scdves. Do you ever go to church to gratify her ? 

Tom. — Mr. F., use civil language if you please. Mrs. 
Whitney knows that if she took Denis to read his recan- 
tation, he'd be only handling his beads unknownst, and 
thumping his craw when he'd think the minister nor the 
congregation wasn't looking at him. She knows liis weak 
points well enough without striving to make him a con- 
vartin' — no, a convartible — old hypocrite. I say, Billy, my 
old enemy, what would the world be without religion ? I 
don't, mean what my friend Jemmy thinks is religion, 
when he'd roast a Frodestin at a slow fire, and eat him 
^then with a grain of salt ; divil do him good with his 
*male I nor the religion of another woithy ^AQ^Siaxsi^Asss^ 
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that^ wlifin he might to be mdlow flcnd jcflr in Ui fiqm 
dzinkB oonfiuioii to all papiflts; and wisheB the heairf 
their diuibh in a warm corner hdowy and to have OU A* 
pelting prieate at hinu No^ no ; B1II7, fhaif not thenai 



8ta£ If you believe youradf rights' and joor iwiighhaar 
wroD^^ pray for him ; do what yoa can in a fkiendhr eaf 
way to bring him to the truth — ^not to awell your note 



nor party, but to aave the man'a aooL' 

Mr. Hand, the landlord, now Joined the company. Hb 
wife waa a C^tholio, and ha waa a ainoeie Proteatanl^ wiihr 
out a drop of religiona bittemeaa in hia oompositsoiL 

Bilfy. — You're welcome^ our worthy landkncd, Fm ffai 
you're come in to regulate your neighbouiv Jenuny F« 81 
you let him open hia mouth, you'll have to hear all ^bottj 
Luther, and CalTin, and Harry the Eighth, and hia hip ^ 
dosen wivea before he doaea it I drink to the Jinlbiiii|? 
of the wnnklee of your hearty Mr. F* But aa I waa gahi 
to tell you, I am, that ia, I waa going down to Mr. Bodn^ 
of — ...^. to let them know that their aon Bnraa ia ooa* 
fined with Ids instep above at Mr. Somers'sof Ballygibba^ 
and that they needn't be in trouble about bim, and thst 
they are to meet him here abroad at the chapel to-morrow. 
Now if I stay to enjoy Mr. Hand's company, or to get 
in any more Hquor, maybe I'll be overtaken, and not be 
able to go at all. 

Tom Quigly, — Keep up a good heart, Billy ; sure 111 
be going home by their door, and dickens a bank farther 
than this you need come. Til deliver your commands like 
Hector of Troy, and save you three good miles of a tramp 
back and forad, Mr. Hand, our worthy host, may yoQ 
never be without the good drop, nor the customer to dnnk 
it for you I 

As Billy had a slight suspicion that he would be depend- 
ing on a rotten stick if he accepted Tom's services, he 
resolved to stay but one half hour more, and then to see 
his friend on the road. His intentions were sincere, but 
the temptation both on its sensual and social side was 
too strong for him. As his poet acknowledged, he was 
great in " arguing Scripture," but on the present occasion 
the impulse was abaeivt. ^.\^«vv^TL«^'5kV\sA\s\^lj:ftL\sL^^- 
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iroversy, and Jemmy entertained such personal bitterness 
igainst Protestants, that neither Tom nor Billy would 
K)untenance hun. Tom exhorted the landlord not to judge 
if all his Catholic neighbours by this worthy, and then 
sontinued, ** Mr. Hand, does myself or Billy here pass your 
louse to leave our money with Mr. Forrestal, because he 
blesses himself 1 Not we indeed ! nor would he give us a 
better drop than he would to any yeoman that would look 
in on him.'' 

Mr. Hand, — ^Thank you kindly, Tom. Now there is 
one thing among us which I dislike very much ; and that 
is — stories, written I am sure by ignorant, self-proud, and 
ill-natured old women ; and in these stories there is no 
and to the lies that are told of Catholics and their practices. 
You would' think by reading them that Romanists (or 
Papists as they always call you) have more faith in tlie 
power of the Virgin Mary, and the saint*?, and in dc-ad 
men's bones, and images made by their own haiids, than 
in the Son of Grod himself Another falselKXKl they arc 
edways telling is about priests giving leave to commit siii, 
or selling ptuxlons for past or future fdns, or abs/jlviiig 
penitents whether they judge them to have true sorrow i'or 
their sins or not. This I know well enough to lie all rank 
lying, from reading your penny catechism, and from cjju- 
versing with yourselves. 

BiUy. — Ah, Mr. Hand! I could tell you something 
that Pm sure will please your good desin^ for fair play ; 
but (said he, grinding his teeth) if I had in my [xjwer one 
of these old dowagers, with vinegar iiusUiad of }jhMA in her 
veins, Pd give her a dinner of salt herrings on Fri'lay, and 
shut her up till twelve o'clock next day ; and Fd Lay a 
tumbler of nice cold punch or a jug of mild ale in a WihA 
cupboard, with an iron grating in front ; and let her look 
Sit it till her tongue and mouth would }>e as dry as a lime- 
bumer's hat. I woul^ln't starve her, X/j Ixs sure I wouldn't ; 
but Pd lay afresh supply of red herrings or salt Ixsef before 
ber, and let her eat or not, as she liked ; but that is n:-: 
my story. God help me ! Vm a great curser and swearrr. 
» you all know ; and often ami often I went to confess; :« 
x> poor Father Murphy. Hay God BKsnd\mn.\ii&!^\o';^ . 



286 THE BANKS OF THE BORO. 

Well to be sore, I was obliged to tell about my cursing and 
swearing ; and he put me ofif from week to week, tUl Id 
lay aside the habit. Ah ! sorrow a bit better was I getting, 
and I couldn't even tell the number of curses I gave every 
hour ; and I was fairly bothered (your candles are burning 
very unsteady, Mr. Hand), for I couldn't stop the swejff- 
ing, and the priest wouldn't give me absolution. Tom, I 
thjnk your head, and body, and the punch-jug is running 
to one side of the room. 

Tom. — I think, Billy, if s your own story you're telling ; 
but I^m sure the floor of the parlour is rising up at tlui 
side. 

Billy, — Well, at last I was fairly kilt with grief and 
vexation ; and I was thinking what to do ; and I standing 
just outside the gate that opens on the gravelly bank <j 
the river, as you come down the lane from the priesfs 
house. Tom, if you neglect to have the message to-ni^ 
at the Eoches', I'll hang for you some day, so I will : hare's 
towards your good health. I think you are dozing this 
minute. 

Tom. — Me going asleep ! Don't be making a Moll 
Mackay of yourself. I'll do my duty, if I had to go to the 
top of Slievekeiltra for it. Finish your story like a Chris- 
tian. Your eyes are getting a very pewtery look about 
them. 

^i^Zy.— Well, as I was saying, he was putting me ofi 
and off. 

Tom. — You told us that an hour ago. 
Billy, — Well, where was I ] 
Tom, — At the gate near the swimming pooL 
Billy. — Well, there I was, and the river mountain higl 
after the great rain — it was the colour of Mr. Hand': 
cassimeres, if he threw them among some wet yellow clay- 
when who should 1 see coming do^vn the bushy hill fron 
ColUach Delany's, but Father James himself? He wa; 
returning from a sick visit. So, when he got to the edg' 
he beckoned to me — not from where the stepping stone 
are — a camel would be swep away there : it was from th 
end of the wide lane higher up — it's a wonder I'm so dr 
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and I telling such a wet stoiy. Let the tumbler be re- 
newed, my jovial landlord. 

Mr. Hand, — "So more, Billy, till Father Murphy is safe 
across. 

BiUy, — Oh, hang the expense ; let us have the liquor. 

Mr. Hand. — No, I tell you ; go on. Who knows what 
we'U do by-and-by I 

BUly. — Well, he calls to me, and says : * Billy, my bravo 
boy, you have to come and carry me over.' * With all the 
veins, sir,' says myself. So 1 got across, and it was uo 
trifle, and hoisted the priest on my back, and tried my 
fortune again. We got on very well for about four or five 
yards, and then I began to get unsteady on my under- 
works. * It's not thinking you are of giving way, Billy,' 
says he. ' Faith, sir,' says ]^ ' we are at a pincli, dickens 
a doubt of it.' * Don't swear, you unfortunate boy,' says 
he^ * and you in the height of danger.' * It's on my last 
legs I'm afimd I am, your reverence,' says I ; 'so, father 
dear, give me absolution for all them oaths and spi'ees I 
confessed.' * Why, you anointed rogue,' says he, * this is 
neither time nor place for such a thing. Push on in the 
name of Goodness. If you stand waumtbmng here, you 
will get drunk looking at the flood, and both of us will be 
lost.' *You just said the word, Father James,' says 1; 
'wont you forgive me now for all the drunkenness 1 
ever committed ?' and I gave a reel at the same time. 
'You unsanctified creature, you want to frighten me, 
but you shan't. If I went through the form itself, you 
wouldn't be a bit the better of it while your mind is in 
the state it is now.' *0h that's all collywestl says I, 
giving another heave ; * what is the good of being an 
ordained clergyman, if you have not the power of doing 
something for an unlucky disciple like myself when he's 
at the last pinch ?' * I'll hold no more discourse with you,' 
said he then. * The highest bishop in the world — ^the very 
Pope himself, has no authority to give absolution, unloss 
the penitent feels a sincere sorrow for his ollcnccs, inul 
firmly resolves with God's grace not to commit them nny 
more. This is my last word : God's will be done.' * Woli, 
Father Jamefir^ achiidh/ says I, * at any ia\^ oiivst>\'^xv\\\\\vN\ 
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fijr me. I am Sony (»m tLo liottom of mj heart fur tLia 

dii^ faiok. Kaw in the ii*me nf all that's good !' hul 

aa if I WM to get a enuKt ^r my witkedness, when I strove 
to get on, I had lika to^' bo swept ^irly oS my feet, Fra 
wh3e I VBB MaUtV AcKn^ I got into a deeper pan thui 
whme I cmand. Well, I eaid a short prayer, and set ajj 
teeth, and planted my feet ae firm as I could, but I began 
to feel tium kaing ttuiz hold of the hottom. Father Jamei 
law the danger, and cried <M, ' Billy, I -will not put yoa to 
theiitkttf jour life; 1st mo slip down, and we'll grip one 
another, and take onr ehmoe in the name of God.' ' "Aa, 
tat,' eaysX, 'thenwonldbe more danger in doing that than 
ynfn in now. God ipand me bo long in my swearing 
and drinkinft enze he will look on me when I'm striving 
to do Bome good, and the life of a priest in the scales.' 
The thought made lay ainews like whipcord, and the vei7 
load I waa caz^ring jMduti me. In one or two more Btep 
I. felt the teniUe mafa of the waters weakeuing a bit^ and 
ro; ej'edght not dancing no much. Ugh [ but it wu 
dreadful, the boiling, maddy sweep of the -waters, with fit 
firoth and the turf-muZ^ and bog stumps going by just on 
a level with my breast, and I not knowing but that Father 
James and myself would be driving along with it the neil 
minute. But it was the will of God that we shonldeseape; 
and we soon had dry clothes on ua, and I got a good hot 
tumbler of punch sitting in my comer inside the spy-hole. 
Well, I was afraid of a Bcolding or a tap of the whip ; lurt 
poor Father James, that would sometimes be troubled if 
the cat only looked crooked, waa as calm as a saint in real 
trials, and never opened his mouth on the subject again, 
Well, thank Goodness, I think there is a kind of refomis- 
tion since that day. if I drink, it is only when the week's 
labour is over, or when 1 have good fellows about me 
Towards your good health, neighbours ; ovoch, there is 
nothing in the tumbler. Tom, I think you'ro getting 
drowsy ; indeed I feel the sand in my own eyes. Cone, 
Mr. Hand, here's a half-crown, pay yourself and Uiankee 
for your good company and improving convereatioii." 

^r. Hand. — I have no change, ^Uy, and I have not 
time to reckon the accoimt. T>i\. ^cnix>D8£->nn-«ra.m^()ai 
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pocket ; we will talk of it some other time. If you think 
the way to Ballygihhon too long, we have a spare had. 

BiUy. — Thank you, Mr. Hand ; hut TU move ; I must 
see Tend on the road to deliver my message. Oh, whisky 1 
whisky 1 Steady, Tom, my hoy ; here we go. Good night ! 
m pray for your conversion, Mr. Hand, if I think of it 
when I am next on my knees. 

So the pair set out, and, at the turn already mentioned, 
separated, with many exhortations on Billy's part, and 
many promises on Tom's to do a friend's duty. Billy 
reeled along the Boss road till he passed Tomenine hridge, 
and then he turned towards the mountain through the 
fields. Beyond the farm-house of my old schoolfellows 
the Henricks, he passed along the edge of a narrow valley, 
whose furzy sides were almost as upright as a wall, and its 
bed one sheet of velvetty green turf. Billy took care not to 
approach too near its edge ; and if he had an artistic soul 
he would have been arrested by the rays of the low moon 
slanting across the gloom of the defile, and lighting the upper 
part of the opposite dark green side, and the brighter verdure 
of the bottom, where the two walls separated from each other 
towards its outlet. The upper part of the dell lay in 
obscurity, but the brighter green of the low meadow was 
even there distinguished from the dark prickly furze of 
the side& Billy was now nigh hand to his bed in Somers's 
bam, into which he got without entering into the particu- 
lars of how he had sped, further than giving the general 
assurance that all was right 

Poor Tom had not so strong a head as his friend, though 
long acquaintance with the fire-water might have led to 
sach an expectation. He explored' the lonesome lane 
already described, leading down eastwards to the upper 
little street of Eathnure ; one side of the scattered hamlet 
being in shade, and the white walls of the cottages on the 
opposite side, and part of the wide road, reposing in the 
cold moonlight The lane turns here directly south, and 
at some distance once again eastwards through the crowded 
lower village, sheltered by trees, till it meets the shallow 
stony ford so often mentioned. 

Tom'a intentiona were not seconded Ah^ "Hx^a \^^^\;3»*^ 
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fajther than this lower village he could not proceed, and 
the ford remained uncroeaed. My old friend Mogue 
Uetfeman -was at his hawn-gate, and thinking of retiring 
to bed, when he was aware of Mr. Quiglj's useless, efforta 
at onward progression in a right line. XTsing- a little gentle 
forue, he brought him into the houae and put him to bed, 
the patienf a organs of speech forming the sounds, " Btyon 
— sprained foot — Billy Drooghan— Dhonogha and hia 
brogues — Billy Clear, etc." The family, however, eould 
not loara from these disjointed eubjecte the thing needliil 
to be done ; and the messengers who had gone upwards at 
sunset stayed with their mountain friends on fiuding that 
Billy had been sent downwards, and so sorrow waa a 
gueet with the O'Briens and liochea till the night had 
passed away. 

CHAPTER XXXVni. 

DOKCaTIO ANTAOOHIBH. 

Wrbn onr bibulous Mend awoke nith aching brows a 
morning, and recalled to mind his nnperformed duty, lie 
waa in a pitiable state. He threw on his clothes, took has 
departure with little ceremony, and went as fast aa bis 
limbs could carry him across the ford, and by a path- 
way up to the fine high road which leads from Donogha's- 
house down to Castleboro bridge. Tom, passing down 
this road, hail the rays of the morning sun coming down 
"blazing on his aching head; and he would have gladly 
"welcomed a cooling drink, but his mind waa in torment for 
hia neglect, and ho pushed on. He delivered hie message 
to Joanna, whom he met outside, and afterwards refreshed 
himseK with a jug of buttermilk, which the gladdened 
Theresa was only too happy to run for to the dairy. 

It will be recollected that the family, while at breakfast, 
were startled by a scream from Joanna ; it was, however, 
only a signal of joy on her side. In she flew, laughing and 
shouting, h-Ugged her mistresses old and young, danced 
about the floor, and told her news aa connectedly as aba 
could afford ; but, except for the pantomimic commentaiy, 
ier audieoce would not tavft \«eii ■«€ft. aa.vw»& «& ^ 
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whether they should mourn or rejoice. "Oh, ma'am ! 
good news ; thank GUxi ! poor Bryan was only kept from 
coining home hy a Mrctined instep ; and Tom that's so 
sorry that he was overtaken hy the liquor ; and Billy the 
fchie:^ that forgot all when he got his nose inside the punch 
jug at Mrs. Hand's ; and it was just heyond the gap of 
Cooliagh it happened, hy reason of his foot getting into a 
hole ; and if half a dozen girls ran away with him over the 
mountains, and he loses his sweetheart, TU marry him my- 
self so I will. rU go wild with joy ; liut here's Tom, that 
will insense yez of the perorational circumstances." 

Tom heing questioned, could only give a meagre outline 
of what had occurred; hut even that was calculated to 
relieve their minds ; and Joanna was off down the lane to 
dispatch Sweetman with a car and its furniture of pallet, 
straw, and quilt, to the chapel of Kathnure. Tom Quigly, 
after many expressions of contrition for his short comings, 
went home to prepare for a decent appearance at Courtna- 
cuddy chapel ; and, after the joyful turmoil had quieted a 
little, some who had scarcely tasted food since yesterday 
Hioming now sat down to partake of breakfast with newly 
recovered appetites. 

The surly master of the house, now more surly than 
ever, seeming suddenly to recollect something forgotten, 
cried out, " By-the-hy, I am not sorry for this confusion 
being at an end ; everything is forgotten or done at the 
wrong time. While you two were inside there yesterday 
after dinner, a strange lad handed me this letter from Ned. 
I did not wish to break in on your trouble at the time, but 
put it in my pocket, intending to hand it to you after a 
little ; and there it has lain quite forgotten ever since." 
Theresa took the crumpled paper from his hand, glanced at 
the wafer fastening, guessed that it had not been tampereil 
with (Mr. O'Brien did not think it at aU necessary to 01x11 
the missive), and as breakfast was just over retired with 
her mother and read the intelligence, which had the usual 
fete of matters connected with our poor Edward ; and •il;:> 
was that, when done, it might as well have remaiii- I 
undone. Thej now found what, only ioT \\atd. ij^-^ v:.:. 
Edward's m}nBtitational fellings, tliey ^oxi!L<\ \\axv ^^v-- 
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aware of from the beginning — that Bryan's condui 
irreproachable ; and that probably at or about the p 
hour Edward was submitting his neck to the ms 
yoke. Their feelings were a strange mixture of gh 
and sorrow ; for though they felt deep relief from th 
sciousness of Bryan's innocence, they were trouble 
Edward, and were anxious about Brysm's hurt inl 
bargain. 

One of the young men of the Somers family, not 
so much wedded to agricultural pursuits as his hn 
had a tasty little shop fitted up in a corner of the 
and diverted his unoccupied hours with selling all s< 
ordinary commodities to the inhabitants of his moi 
neighbourhood. Besides these material necessaries, 
embraced every thing from a brass pen to a barrelle< 
ring, he furnished the mind with food, healthy an 
healthy, in the form of primers, Universals, and v 
chap books or Burtons, among which figured 27ie 
Fairy Tales, The Tales of the Fairies, Don Monteli 
the Knight of the Oracle, Laugh and be Fat, The Ba 
Aughrim, Don Quixote, and The Arabian Nights. 
works were wretched as to type and paper, bound : 
vilest sheep, and sold at 6^d. each ; yet, despite thei 
advantages, I set high value on a still carefully pre 
copy of Don Belianis. 

Thus far had Edward explored when his borrow 
sources were at an end, and until he became mas 
one copy of each of the above popular works, and i 
in that house he suffered the keenest disappointment 
his boyish experience. He went one day to purchas< 
article, and the shopkeeper being temporarily abse; 
was invited to sit by the kitchen fire ; and, oh bliss ! 
did he find on the dresser but a volume of The M\ 
of Udolpho 1 Talk of Dick Shones Phoor with a 
of new potatoes before him, of Tom Quigly embra 
foaming quart of mulled beer, of a Kilkenny ant 
gazing on the miraculously preserved Ogham sto: 
Dunbel. These would not come up to the mark, noi 
in perches of it. He plunged headlong into the 
dark, subterranean passages oi ^;^5L& k^^^-^^x^ifc 
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Panting, lie followed the trembling steps of Emily, as she 
was led hy the terrible Bamardino, in his russet boots, 
flapped hat, belt, and torch that would not bum clear for 
any persuasion. Ah ! what gloomy efiTects of light and 
shade were there ; and what transports of delicious terror 
he enjoyed; and how unwelcome was the return of the 
shopkeeper; and how dreary his homeward walk ; and how 
imperfect his existence for some succeeding weeks through 
thiist for the sequel of the enchanting story ! Alas for the 
change of youthful tastes and the disenchantment of youth- 
ful visions ! The same hero informed us, a score of years 
later, that having met with a complete set of the identical 
romance some days before, he had not been tempted even 
to open it. 

Bryan spent a restless night, and, contrary to his enter- 
tainers wishes, he insisted on attending Mass next day. 
He was met there by his father and Tom with a comfort- 
ably-fitted car; and a dozen different accounts of the accident 
were circulated after Mass through Grange, Kathduff, 
Milltown, EaUeen, Eathnure, Coolbawn, Monanamuch, 
and Monamolin. 

About two o'clock Bryan's heart was beating as his 
vehicle approached the back of O'Brien's farm-house. As 
the car went creaking by, it was invested by the whole 
family, the head excepted ; and surely he must have been 
very exacting if he was not satisfied with the unconcealed 
joy which he could easily read in every feature of Theresa's 
truthful countenance. After earnest inquiries about the 
present condition of the hurt, the car was allowed to pro- 
ceed, the young lady and her handmaid accompanying it 
for some distance. As the conversation of either couple 
(Tom being at the horse's head and Joanna not far off) did 
not reach the other, except very imperfectly, it would not 
be an easy matter to give the double conference in sub- 
stance or detail ; nor do we think the speakers would 
thank us for our officiousness. They parted with the 
understanding that the Clan Koche would be at home for 
the reception of their neighbours in the evening ; and just 
then was heard the sound which a yoxm.^ ^oticlW^ -^^Vxss. 
makes on its swift application to t"\ie Ci\ift^ ^1 ^ V^'^^^S^w^ 
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labourer, such aa Tom Sweetman was. We 
thoroughly certaiD why thia alnp was inflicted ; but aa to 
tbe other couple, we are free to confess that beyond on 
occafdonnl kind preasure of hands, Bryan h.id hitherto 
little to boaat of in the way of caress fconi the lady of hii 
heart. 

We ■will now accompany the O'Brien family to theii 
neighbours' hospitable parlour in the eTeniug. Bryan, 
rf sting on the turned up settle-bed, b giving his fifth n- 
jjetition of yesterday's adventure ; and Mrs. Eoohe, apropos 
t-j what he baa suffered and is suffering, appeals to O'Bnai 
for hie consent to the union of their children. He had 
come down with an ill grace ; but he preferred to have tha 
iinplessant business at an end, and had therefore acceptod 
the invitation. On the appeal being made, he delivered 
himself of a short oration, the abstract of which is subjoined. 
It consisted of six parts. The Jtrst denounced Biyau's 
want of land, suSicient in O'Crien's mind to tlie wanti 
of the household of a snug iamier ; the second exhibited 
Mac Cracken's suit, and the iitness of things in hia instance, 
liutli tia regarded laad and influence j and this nctturall]' 
led to the third, which exhibited his own consent given to 
the said Mac Cracken's suit long since. The foarth hinted 
at the desirability of a man Laving some influence in the 
disposing of his children in matrimony, and O'Brien's natani 
chagrin at the wiUuIness of his own son and daughter. 
'W,%fifih expressed his determination not to act the ^rtof 
a Molly Vaum in the government of his family ; and the 
sixth announced that if they were bent on taking his daugh- 
ter from him, not a penny nor penny's worth would Sie 
bring to them except her clothes, and the trifle of pocket 
money she used to get for her fowl 

Mr. Boche and hia partner received this declaration with 
some concern ; Bryan with none ; but Theresa and hef 
mother seemed most affected. Mrs. Roche was the lint 
to speak : " Indeed, neighbour, I did not expect much 
better at your hands. But though I would not be sony 
that the young people should have it in their power to 
turn your useless mouVdj ^inftBa to w«(« ?fwi4, vt will not 
mate any difference in oat wftYcoB^^ fe^ -aMi ?««t ^giii.. "^i- 



DOMEBTIO AKTAQONISM. 295 

If Bryan had an estate, and she was without a farthing, it 
was £dl the same. She is as dear to us as if she was our 
own child. If they have not much to start with, they 
have Grod's grace, youth, love, health, and strength ; they 
have everything we can give them, and our hlessing, and 
God's hlessing to hring luck to them." 

All the answer poor Theresa could make was to throw 
her arms round the neck of the warm-hearted woman, and 
to burst into tears ; hut Mrs. O'Brien and the invalid put 
in their oars, and used all their eloquence to soften the 
obdurate father. 

Mr, O'Brien, — All fine talk ! It will do well enough 
while the courting and the honeymoon lasts ; but I'd be 
glad to hear your opinion, if the bride falls sick, or any- 
thing prevents her from turning her hands to the house 
concerns. Indeed I don't think, Mr. Roche, that you can 
afford to support many useless people no more than my- 
self ; and I consider it a mean thing for her to do, if she 
thinks proper to throw herself for a burthen on you. Now 
I have said my say, and I'll neither scold nor abuse ; let 
every one do as they please ; I don't care a button what 
any one thinks or says about it. Mac Cracken was the 
man I had my mind made up about ; he had my good will, 
and was promised a hundred and fifty pounds. I wish to 
leave my children comfortable, but if they don't choose to 
be said and kd by me, let them take their own road Hke 
Art Byrnes dog. I'll be neither art nor part in their 
doings. 

Mrs, Roche, — ^Troth, and it's grateful they ought to be to 
you. Your whole life has been taken up in planning and 
scheming to add one guinea to another : you are one who 
if he was rolling in riches would be still afraid of dying a 
beggar ; and if you could take your rubbish with you to 
the other world, chick nor child would'nt be the better for 
you. You never took any pleasure in your children's prat- 
tle or little amusements ; but would sit whole evenings 
with your eyes and mouth puckered up, just as if you were 
looking inside of yourself, and planning and plotting to 
get more notice from Mr. Carew, ot more gold into the old 
stocking. Siffns on it, they saw you took, -dlo ^'^•^x^^, \?^ 
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anything they cared about ; and only for their own sense, 
and natural goodness, and the love they have for their 
mother, it's little they'd care for their home ; and now, if 
you outlive your wife — God between her and harm ! — uAo 
wiU you have to cace a straw about your comfort t Don't 
heed what he says, Theresa, dear. Bryan will soon be well 
of his foot ; give only your consent, and the marriage will 
take place : and you'll come among people from whom ytm 
will never get the unkind word or the cold shoulder ; and 
we'll be at the end of these mistakes and frights j and get 
into our old easy-going ways again. If youT father relents 
between this and then, well and good j if he doesn't, we 
can't find grief for every nxisfortune. 

" Dear Theresa," said Bryan, who had watched the Aoik 
on her face at the mention of the speedy maniage, and tbe 
paleness that immediately followed it ; "bo said by my 
mother. "While we remain asunder after this, we will ba 
Dfraid of mistakes and accidents, and there is no way at 
getting sAirt of them but the one." 

He stretched over his hand towards Theresa during hi* 
short speech ; and slie, despising the dictates of false 
modesty, took it and gently returned the loving pressoie ; 
and 08 her words tended to disappoint his wishes, she wia 
in no hnrry to let it go when returning her answer. It 
was to the effect that she could not think of entering ob 
the muried atate against hei father's will, without some 
farther efforts to obtain it, and for this some delay would 
be probably required. "We are young enough to wait fw 
several years yet. I would be very unwilling to entfli 
your house, dear mother," said she, turning to Mrs. Roch^ 
" so baie as I would be if the marriage took place now> 
Don't go scold me. I know some part of it is pride ; hot 
think how much pleasanter it would be if my father ^vei 
way. If he does not within a couple of years, I will not 
oppose your wishes nor my own any longer." 

They all knew the firmness of Theresa's character, and 
after a few other attempts to shake her resolve, the duciu- 
sion ceased, and her father took his leave, ratl^r in a good 
humour than otherwise i for he wea auie of tlia delay, and 
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le expected that some lucky chance might bring about the 
nlfilment of his own plans in the interim. 

The discourse then feU on poor Edward^ and the unusual 
ttyle of his marriage. It was determined on, that his bride 
ind himself should be invited to Castleboro immediately 
ifler their return, for whatever short period he could be 
(pared from his duties ; and that if the old gentleman was 
lot agreeable, they should take up their quarters at the 
ESoches. Bryan, who knew more (by hearsay) of the bride 
han the rest, praised her sofb innocent countenance, gentle 
nanners, &c. ; and did his best to create a welcome feeling 
m her among her new relatives. He entered again on 
lome particulars of the previous day, and commended the 
hxkL looks and good sense of his companion, and Theresa 
ud not seem much mortified by his encomiums. 

After an evening spent in loving and interesting conver- 
sationy Mr. Eoche summoned all to suspend their talk, 
vrhile he read Gother^s '' Eemarks on the Epistle and Gos- 
pel of the day,'' and afterwards went through the usual 
fomily devotions, including litanies and parts of the Bosary, 
whilst he did not forget to return particular thanks for the 
mercies lately vouchsafed to the united families. 
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CHAPTEB XXXIX. 

Edward's efforts to get a wife. 

As Bryan lay awake about eleven o'clock the same night, 
irith a tide of pleasant and unpleasant thoughts flowing 
througb his mind, he became aware of a low tapping at the 
dtchen door. The maid servant, who was enjoying the 
"eward of labour and an easy conscieace in the settle- 
)ed, was prevented by a piece of ijj<;l<>dy which she wat. 
Lnconsciously performing on her nof$e, fr<jm hearing the 
List few taps ; but the repetition, aided by Brian's exhor- 
ations^ roused her at lai$t. lie heard her holding a coii- 
srence with the late comer through the door, wLivL 
he unbolted as soon as she distinguished the voioe. A 
rearied foot was next heajti on the «tiaitf& ; ^iid l^Tx^si wy>\. 
yand Mb band grwsped hj Edward, wL^ & W« m^Aa^vs^^ot. 
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since he would have thought beyond the Barrow, if hit i 
mind had wandeved in that direction. j 

" Gracious ! what hringa you hore at this hour 1 and »w j 
you married 1 and how is yoiir bride } and where is she I i 
or is she sickl'' Edward, ainking into a chair with a la^ i 
of weariness, and taking a mug of buttermilk which & ' 
girl had just brought up, on a hint given as be cam 
through the kitchen, ho drained it to the bottom ; andsnl 
hia say as soon aa he was able. " I am here because T 
can't help it ; I am no more married than yoursclT, thou^ 
I hope to have a different etory to tell the day after Ifr 
morrow ; Eliza ie well, I hope ; but I am ao jaded bodj 
and mind, and my limbs are so stif^ and the very mamv 
in my bones is so dry, that I have not power to tell JM 
anything mora Make room for me by the natch, and I 
will tumble in the moment I can finish a few prayers. 01^ 
goodneaa ! goodness I what a long day since I woke llu 
morning ! I feel a year older. May the Lord vouchsafe lit 
his ^idanco and proteetion !" 

The few prayers were said, the clothes huddled off, and 
the weuried man fell at once into a slumber. It was no! 
deep indeed, nor refreshing ; for the peculiar sengatin 
arising from the want of oil round the joints, would cann 
his limbs to be tossed at times, as if seeking relief from tht 
arid disagreeable feeUng of the marrow being a mere mw 
of dry pith. Bryan's rest was terribly interfered with bj 
the strangeness of the adventure, and the restless move- 
ments of his bedfellow. Towards 'morning both awoke 
about the same time, and Edward had a scared and troubled 
look for a few seconds. On being asked how he felt him- 
self he acknowledged considerable stifiuesa in his limb^ 
and after a few preliminaries commenced the history of 
the previous day. 

" I intended to set out in the afternoon of Saturday, and 
to sup at my friend's house near the Barrow ; and so I put 
every thing in the best order I couldj and nothing remained 
to be done hut to call on John Dowdall, the son of one of 
my chief patrons, to get money from him, He had bor- 
rowed every peimy \ h&d m tq.'^ -^lonaesn^^siv, — a,baut ten 
pounds, — a weeli bafoie i «ni1^Q»Vi^«R«n'a'"6''^«>^*' 
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moment's notice. I called down on Friday evening, but 
foond my friend absent at a fair on the other side of the 
water (the Slaney) ; but he was expected home next day 
,4& noon. I thought no more of the matter, but called 
Ljigain at the time mentioned, and was somewhat annoyed 
i IKfc not finding him returned. The family supposed that 
cousins, at whose place he had slept on Friday evening, 
laid violent hands on him, and kept him prisoner — 
\ eerhaps till after Sunday. I did not mention my business, 
[wt requested them to acquaint him of my wish to see him 
Lihe moment he arrived. I went back to my home, which, 
f flumgh now solitary enough, I fiUed in thought with the 
[presence of its future mistress, and waited for three hours 
;;lbir the expected visit. 

" Ko sign of visit or call at three o'clock ; so I got im- 
^ patient, and went down again to Dowdall's. No appearance 
i: yet of the absent man. I called again at five o'clock, at 
eight o'clock, and at half -past ten, with the same result. 
Had I succeeded at five o'clock, I would have tried the 
■pass of ScoUagh in the fine evening, and perhaps have 
\ enjoyed the sight of the sun setting over the Ejlkenny 
hills ; but after that I gave up the journey till next morn- 
ing. During the evening I felt troubled enough, but I 
eould not bring myself to borrow from any of my neigh- 
bours. I have ever had a deep dislike to borrowing except 
in cases of absolute necessity; and, besides, my intimacy with 
my acquaintance at Tombrick was not such as to entitle 
me to take that Uberty. Moreover, I did not wish to give 
the impression of my being under any necessity for a loan. 
I went to bed not very comfortable in my mind, and awoke 
not much better. 

" Of course I had gone to confession; and now, furnished 
with my marriage certificate, I had to walk about fourteen 
miles fasting, with the hope of going to communion in the 
chapel of Graigue, and to keep my mind in a collected 
and devout state during the journey. But my grand 
trouble was being obliged to ask the clergyman to trust 
me for the marriage fees till after my return. 

« The freshness of the fine morning wla^n \ %\a:t^fc^^^\5(^ 
the sight of the cheerful level sunbeams Aig\i\.m^\r^^w«v\, 
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Leinster and Blackstairs, whicli rose so calm and statelj 
before me, somewhat raised my spirits ; and I was furthei 
cheered by the approaching enjoyment of the society d 
my dear Eliza. After my thoughts had given themselyee 
a holiday for a few minutes, I strove to recall them, and tc 
continue intent on the preparatory act. Notwithstanding 
the best intentions, and unceasing efforts to keep my 
faculties piously employed, my thoughts, after a brid 
interval, would begin to wander. One time I paused on 
the fine picture that could be made out of a cottage al 
hand, which was overshadowed by an ash tree ; a forest d 
rich green and red house-leek on the roof ; the outer shedi 
forming picturesque additions by the way in which they 
joined the house ; the grassy slope that joined the bawB 
with the road ; the brown drab path that wound zig-za^ 
down this slope ; the yellow and red pieces of rs^jged 
drapery spread on the bawn-ditch ; the light grey smoke 
rising straight from the chimney, and the deep blmflih 
green and purple of the mountain at the back. Then the 
pictures of future Sunday mornings in our own happy 
cottage filled my mind ; and then, recollecting myselfi I 
began my mental devotion again. I could not pass the 
little tavern of Kiltealy without dwelling on the breakfast 
enjoyed there a twelvemonth since, and on the other happy 
incidents connected with that dav. 

" The Eaheens, where worthy Jemmy Carroll executed 
his dance with Miss Waters, lay to the right ; but I was 
not in a mood to be amused with grotesque images. So 
I rounded the mountain, and held on vigorously towards 
Graigue. Fatigue and thirst began to afi'ect me, and pre- 
vent a peaceful succession of serious or pious impressions ; 
but I did my best, and recalled my wandering thoughts as 
soon as I became sensible of their escaping. I got within 
sight of the belfry at last, and with perspiring face and 
weary feet I arrived there, happily in time for ilass. 

" On leaving the chapel I found Eliza at the door, and 
we went to her friend's house, where I had a warm shake- 
hands from her sister ; and we sat down and enjoyed a 
cheerful breakfast *. still not so eYvtiYely cheerful on mj 
part, as it was a little sobex^iOi \i^ ^ik^ ^cm^^\Q^vsrciK$ss, ^\ 
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orly empty pocket. Some sly jokes were made by the 
jter and Mend at our expense, but we bore them very 
all, * considering' ; and as soon as breakfast was over I 
oee and begged to be excused for a while, as I wanted to 
range preliminaries with the priest. 
*' I made my way to his apartments, and announced my 
isiness. I shewed him my certificate, and mentioned the 
cnmstance of my being unprovided with the marriage 
ts^ and the unlucky cause thereof ; engaging to have the 
loant conveyed to him within a week. On hearing my 
.tement, he civilly but firmly declined to celebrate the 
kiriage rite ; and I felt, on hearing his fiat, as if I was 
ralysed. . After the first shock I represented the shabby 
pearance I must now make in the sight of my future 
fe and her friends, and the annoyance it would give her 
der our peculiar circumstances ; and made a solemn pro- 
se to have the thing settled as I mentioned In answer 
my earnest appeal, he observed that if clergymen were 
comply with all the applications like the present which 
pe constantly made to them, the country would be filled 
bb. improvident and disastrous matches; and, in fine, 
%t he could not do otherwise than refuse the request. I 
lied to the charge, but was again repulsed, and was 
liged to return to the little party in a very pitiable 
Ignt ; and they saw at once by my face that something 
hs wrong. Taking Eliza aside, I told her the exact state 
afEiEofs, and almost shed tears of vexation at the state 
bo which my friend^s negligence had thrown us. I re- 
Uected, even while I was speaking, that a gentleman- 
rmer who lived about three miles off on the road towards 
)rris, still owed me a balance of account for the instruction 
bis son since the former year. I mentioned the matter, 
id said I would set off at once, and try to get payment. 
" My poor darling seemed to pity me very much, and 
ily for the peculiar character of our trouble she would 
>t let me, tired as I was, incur any more fatigue. How- 
er, my resolve was taken : I requested her to make some 
iplanation to the girls ; and taking temporary leave, I set 
it to try this last chance. I will not inflict any more of 
y troubles on you beyond the cbiei on^ nyl, \)aa5t \s>l^ 
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patron w.is not at home, and that in his absence notliua 
could bo doue. Well ; I returned, depreaaed ia mind a 
wearied in body to a, degree such aa few bridegroonia B 
pectant have ever felt, and my jaded and sorrowful looS 
threw a gloom over the spirits uf the little party befoftt C 
upened uiy mouth. 

" I now openly revealed my disappointments, and a 
visiting my indignation on all those who through ncglig6M( - 
fail to keep their ordinary engagements, 1 mentioned tbl ^' 
I would return home the same evening, and be back agvil ^ 
fully prepared on Tuesday in the forenoon, if alive, % '■ 
found not the slightest change in Eliza's loving demeaiut ' 
towards ma, nor in the cordiality of hot friend. I thongit ■ 
that there was not as much show of good fueling on htf . 
sister's part, but perhaps I was mistaken. After smU' 
mutual condoleDce and encouragement, we sat down, uA 
partook of the dinner wliich out kind friend had beea 
busied about for some time, and by degrees our convewi' 
tion became more lively. 

" The sun by this time was looking ont for big reetof - 
place, and I collected my forces for the journey back. 1» 
order to make their minds easy, I niontione'l that I would 1 
make Caatleboro my stage for the night, as it was flvo ot 
six miles nearer than Tombriok, They came with mo * 
quarter of a mile on this side the bridge ; and I then b«d« 
them good evening, and made across the fields to the 
Cooliagh, instead of taking the longer route by St. Mullins. 
I was not able to get on fast ; and found that 1 had In 
work through a morass before I could get to the b 
the hill. A spur runs out from the mountain ( 
Carlow aide, but it lay too far to my left hand to be maii* 
available. 

" By the time I had picked my way between the bog- 
holes and the shaky, slimy patches, and got at last to the 
solid base of the hill, it was dark, and I directed my course 
up the steep as well as my faihng strength and stiffened 
limbs permitted. Up I oUmbed, catching at bunches of I 
heath to help my ascent, and hoping that when I got 
higher I would have better light. At last I got to the top ', 
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e hill, and then my spirits sank, for a secoL-l Leirh: v.... 
3e a'bove me. There was no use in sitting dcK-i. .- I ^i- 
essed myself to this new difiiculty. ai.d rx'^zi^z, i 
>re than one slip into a hole concealed ly LTi-- :: L-sa::.. 
d a fall when my foot met an nnexj-^rcie-I -ie-c^L:- I: 
Br you €upe suffering from mental anxiety, cr are :crzL.eL:- i 
th. useless regret, set out on a long journey : d:^. cr 
me other severe work ; clamber up Black sr&iz^ ■:: M: -: : 
inster ; and you will feel much relieved of to -r jl.:z.-\ -. 
ilady. The dreadful weariness I felt, ar.d the eierc fv I 
U3 performing, sent my mid-day troubles cut of =:^'Lt : 
3 time. 

*' The second eminence being won, still under :Le obv:"-.-; 
ult, undefined and drean-, rose a third. To it I we:.*.. 
d. about mid- way I began to represent to my-rli tLe :'■•.- 
gs of my mother, of Theresa, of Eliza, and of yf.-ir-.^l:, .i 
•u could be conscious of the state of miserable \>T'j'.\ri\. .:. 
-which I was, whilst still obliged to continue tl.v :o:..ro:..- 
arney, if I did not choose to lie down and riu the ha/>i; : 
a night on the heath The impre.=s:on came on n.e, ... 
ite of reason and experience, that, strug^de as I iuu}.\ 
nrould never get to the top : and the ideu of iiVf: hi \.y. 
lar creatures being all sensible of my i'ii:;.'ht. and grievi: ;• 
r my condition, had such an enervaiiixg effe';l t)i;it J 
)arly hurst into tears. 

*' However, as soon as I became sensible of thi.^ ?spyir^;l^;.- 
g -weakness, I strung my nerves anew, and clii/ihe'] '\.\.'\ 
ruggled, till at last 1 had the comfort of r*:*:iu^ ixi i..y 
et the dusky eastern slope of the AVhite MouMJiin, ii.:-. 
m expanse of country below it, arid the wide ob-XM,.". 
lult of the heavens over alL I seemed a.s if 1 ba'l aryjuij"! 
yw powers, and sped down towards the left till 1 je;i';h' 'I 
le road where her sister and yourself pa-rKed uj; on SatM 
ly. Nothing occurred afterwards worth iioti^e. A;^ I 
issed the house of my relatives, the Henrick?j of "ioru'/iiii' , 
felt inclined to stop, but my anxiety to ^^et forward w.t- 
)0 urgent. Still I persevered; and now 1 cjui truly i.iy 
lat the most trymg and fatiguing rlay in njy jjajjt lir<; Im ■. 
xpired. I am sometimes su}»ject to depnjHKed H|>iril.ii in 
20 mornings, when I lie awake before rirtvwyr,, \\u\v^\\\\\\\^ 

J 
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years spent in labour and poverty ; and I feel nt thii 
moment that a few days sacb as yesterday would makj 
me au old man in constitution years before the nHtunil 

" Now, Bryan, Set us bounce up ; hurry breakfast, aol 
come piece of the way with me. Stir, atir ; I am impl- 
tient to get to Tombrick and back again." 

Bryan. — It's easy for you to say, 'Bounce and go 1 
fcjiiece of the way, Ned.' tfnfortunately I cannot do eithK. 
I Hdtaca-d.—'Why : wbat'a the matter 1 

Bi-yan. — Oh, matter enongh I You have indulged ut 
with your yesterday's adventures : now listen to my mi*- 
chances the day before. 

And the dismayed Edward had to endure the recital ij 
the actual and possible troubles in which hia negligenW 
had invoiced his nearest connections. "Ah, Bryan,* 
said be, in a melancholy tone ; " 1 fear my future life 1^ 
be a dismal one, and that 1 will be a cause of unhappinetf 
to those I value moat. What a hurry I was in. at tWMt* 
one years of age, to bring hardships and troubles not oiuf 
on myself, — I think I could bear my own part with Bona 
fottitode, — but also on a soft young creature not able for 
them ! Well, well, it can't be undone now. There lbodIj 
one path open, and I will follow it with courage, and atiin 
by patience and industry to lighten her burden and endnie 
my own. God bleaaea our exertions when the intention ii 
good. Bryan, do not let any report of my being here go 
over to our place. I will retmn this evening, and sleep it 
home ; I will then set off fresh to-morrow morning, and 
have better news for you, please God, when I see this sidi 
of Cooliagh again. I hope that in spite of Theresa's resohe^ 
you and she as man and wife will spend a happy dsj 
with Tay wife and myself before half a year is come mJ 
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CHAPTER XL. 

THB CHASE THROUGH KADC. 

. clatter was now aiismg from the kitchen ; the crackling 
^ dry fnrze and turf began to be heard ; doors were 
pened ; the clang of iron horse-shoes rang on the pave- 
lent ; the lowing of cows was heard from the byre, 
id the cackling of hens and geese, and the gobbling of 
irkeys firom the bawn, along with the objurgations -and 
ists of the servants and labourers. In due time Edward 
as sitting at a dish of good sheeps'-milk pap, Mr. Eoche 
id his mistress doing the honours ; and conversation 
ent ou, such as all might find an interest in maintaining, 
3tween master, mistress, and children, servants, and 
^bonrers. 

Towards the end of the breakfast, in walked Joanna. 
he said it was to borrow a chum-stafi^ but Mrs. Boche 
ispected it was to torment poor Tom ; and if her surmise 
as correct, Tom seemed Httle afraid of the infliction. 
Oil, Lord r* said she, when her eyes fell on Edward, 
what brings the young master here f wait till I tell your 
itlier ! ^nd maybe he was out all night, when he might 
e snug and combustible in his own feather-bed. Indeed 
lyself thinks but little of the same feather-beds, since a 
boiy I once heard about them." 

Mrs. Eoche, — What was the story, Joanna 1 

Joanna, — ^'Deed I have not time to wait and tell it. 
Ian you spare me the chunistafl^ Mrs. Eoche % 

Mrs, Boche. — ^To be sure I can ; but you don't want me 
rise from my breakfast to get it for you. Sit down and 
ry our pap ; Tom there wOl make room for you, and I 
Mnk he won't grudge you a share of his plate. 

Tom made a befitting move, and Joanna pretended to get 
n beside Edward, who, like a hard-hearted swain, would 
lot make room for her, so she had no choice but to do as 
lie was bid, or remain standing. 

Mrs. Roche — ^What has poor Tom done to you, that you 
jan't bear to sit near him 1 

Joanna.— 0\ I'm afraid he'd turn out like Darh^TooU 
when he used to he working at Mr. Dick. Qtt^^u^^. '^Xsmow 
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any JMer would come in at dumsr tune^ htfd be alwi^ 
asked to oome oTer; and MiJk Gzeoa would msfftofitan, 
^To he sue youll some ; sit down tinm^and.eet hennf 
witb Darby/ And thonc^ shtf d talce ease iilMt waUkA 
Darby nor the stranger would, be sftiniBd^ DaAj did^'idt 
relisb the joke; and one day, when the Busto ess w«s.i»- 
yiting a tdl hungry gad o£ a ftUow to join DnAji ^CHv 
miuAa t says the poor ftUow^/ptiraMiif io-the Mtnft 
and.D«nnyr end yes all 1 if the dogs o£{h0.tdtwmaiasi 
in Tni ttue ihe/dbe axed to oome and. eat ]ttennig.wlli 
Darbt f Now I don't want to ttost nnfi iwy Twalnnhttf wk 
try Mr. Sweetman's temper that way. 
JKHk AMJfet^-Bnt abcmi the featbor-bed, Joamial 
JoamuL — It was all abdiit a trial to.seerwiuifd W 




ried to a great fisamef s daughter once. The mothsB-p^ 
fenedone young num, and the daughter the oikiB;^#s 
baigain was mine, thatwboever. wimld tbrnak tba 
com in two days ahonld havB the bride* ThsL 
woman gave a hint to the real sweethearty not to 
hard the first day ; so when it was over: the motbetHli 
rejoiced to see the big heap that her old fSavonrite bad beftn 
him, and she set him to sleep on a beautiful feather-bed; 
but what does my young lady do 1 She took the pins out 
of the harrow, and spread some straw on it, and made her 
beau take his rest on it all night. The next morning, tho 
feather-bed man was hardly able to stir with, fatigue and 
the feathers, for his bones was as dry as powder, and the 
other boy was as brisk as a bee, and sledged away finom 
dawn to dark, till his heap was so big that it might eat up 
the other fellow's. So I think he took her advice another 
time. 

Mrs. Roche. — I think there is a change before death 
come on Joanfia ; she did not use one big word in these 
two stories. 

Joanna. — And if I didn't, it wasn't for want of know- 
ing 'em. I went over all the columns in the * Univeraal,' 
and indeed up to Antherantarians and Cozentiality^ and I 
used to win the pins three times every week in the class at 
Eathnure school. Yes, and I'd have leam'd grammar onl/ % 
I did not get time. \ 
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Mn. Boche. — And what is grammar, Joanna ? 

Joanna, — I know that much, any how. It is the art ot 
ipeaking English correctly. 

Mrs, -RocAe— Well then we must all have learned graui- 
nar : doesn't every one at the tahle speak it correctly 
mough? 

Joanna, — Mayhe if we speak it correctly, we go wrong 
in the pronuncision. Any how, the Inglified servants that 
oomes to the castle pronounce a good many words different 
finm us. 

Brian. — ^We are not out of the hohhle yet, Joanna, 
for I heard one tall gander of them say once, *0h, Mariar, 'ow 
W my hears har I* and he didn't learn grammar, I am sure. 
English grammar is more than what you say. It also 
teaches to write English correctly. 

Joanna, — But Mr. Bowers hated grammar, and still he 
wrote most elegantly and perspicuously. Mr. Edward, 
will you tell us, what grammar lams us, if you please. 

Edward, — It teaches, not lams us, Joanna, not to say, 
'Tom Sweetman is a puny sprishan^ hut he have a sort of 
Mendship for Joanna ;' * them is as nice a shoe as ever you 
see ;' * the times is mortial hard — the — * 

Joanna, — ^'Deed, Mr. Edward, you're like our miel cow 
tibat gives a pail full of milk, and then spills all with a 
spa/ng of her foot. I won't ax you anything ahout gram- 
mar again. Somehody was saying that a lightness hefore 
death was coming on myself; hut I think l^t it's on the 
old master if s coming. Did any one of yez ever take 
notice of him counting as much as five guineas at a time \ 

Mrs, Roche* — Catch him at it, indeed ! 

Joanna, — Well, helieve me or not as you like ; he 
counted out this very morning, just as I was coming out, 
a hundred guineas and fifty pounds in notes. 

Mrs* Roche, — ^And what was that for, Joanna, do yo\i 
knowl 

Joanna. — Musha^ the sarra know myself knows ; ln\i 
Sleeveen was there, and Mr. Gladney, and long Watt> 
Doyle of the wood ; and he was telling them that ho was 
just seeing if it was all right, hefore Wd ^^^VVxi^ Vi'^x. 
Farmer of Dunsmane. It ia all tax, tAl\a[i<^T%XA!(A\ Vi V^'Qkh^ 
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he ii00» ooUecting : FmmneldobHihinkfliarBonibehek 
or giace imdev the same zoof irifli it Well, Mr. IS^i^ ID 
tell the mistress that you'll deep at home to vi^^jfimKff^ 
God. Mrs. Boche^ wm you give xne the dmnutal^ b)m 
please : I know rU be lolt m sfcajing oat 

Mn. Roche, — You may find it in the daxij, if you oft- 
depend on yourself that you'll touch nothing ebe. 

Torn. — ^If you like, ma'am, Fll hand hec out tbe sngpM^ 
and watdh her off the premises. 

Jomma. — Indeed we don't want your watching^ ntaj mt 
scrape the pot^ you big porpoise. 

rosi.— well now, I will watch you fiir thai^ eipeoial^ 
for calling names ; and only I haven't time^ Fd 00 aUfti. 
way home with you to ei\{oy the throundng you^ gefc tk 
staying out and AamaMng^ when you ought to be maaib(t 
your business. 

And out they go^ r^oioing in their cunning nunoBsntf; 
and when out of neaiing, though not out of sig^t^ Jtma^' 
reveals some interesting piece of news to Tom. 

Before the family separated for the day, Mr. Boche reid 
a portion of a pious book, and then each set about his or 
her peculiar duty. Edward, on bidding Bryan good bye, 
was urged not to set oflF on that unnecessary journey after 
his fatigue of the day before, as he could get whatever lie 
wanted from bis father for him. He might better rest, 
and start across the Cooliagh next morning early, or go 
back this very afternoon. Edward would not accept lie 
offer ; he was much displeased with the friend who owed 
him the ten pounds, and intended to let him see that he 
was. Being aware of his feebleness of purpose on some 
points, he was proportionably obstinate on others. All he 
would agree to was, that if he did not succeed^ he would 
accept the offer on his return. 

As he approached the lime-kiln above the mill, he was 
bailed by Charley who was coming in the opposite direc- 
tion. On being informed of his destination, he offered to 
see him over part of the way, being desirous to hear all the 
particulars of yesterday. So Edward related what the 
reader has already leaxiied (jxi^Ti\iv.omxL^ Y[\fiid<siLtaIlY ^ 
business his father waa emie\o^e^m>^^\.TBLOTMa^^ 
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)re proceeding up the Bathphelim road towards Kaim ; 
larley proposing to execute some commission in Knock- 
>re, which would excuse his late attendance at the 
rden. 

He did not thoroughly sympathise with his friend ; for 
ough of a moderately rolHcfcuig character, and not averse 
courting in itself he was not partial to forming a serious 
gagement till house, and land, and money were at his 
ck. However, he saw no use in finding fault in the 
3sent state of affairs, and affcer sundry pleasant sallies, 
i a promise to spend the evening at Edward's, he turned 
ck through the fields hy a short cut, in the direction of 
ith-na-Coologe, intending to wade the Boro under the old 
jtle ; Edward going on towards Kaim and the wood of 
[laughrim. 

Charley sprung hriskly over hedge and ditch ; and being 
ry slightly burdened with temporal troubles, he whistled 
sung without intermission tiU he was within a field of 
B road near the quarry pool. Thoughts of the match, 
d of Bryan's late accident, coming over him, he suspended 
} musical performances ; and coming near a fence sur- 
>iiiited by a high crest of whin-bushes, he approached 
lioping to find birds' nests or a hare's seat in its recesses. 
le furze at this point grew thick on both sides of the 
ace, and between the two rows at the top he discovered 
gjort of sheltered alley in which a person might lie con- 
aled. It was a pass for hares or rabbits, and had great 
terest in his eyes, for hunting was a passion with him. 
) he crept in, and lay down on his side, thinking what a 
pital hiding place it would be in the game of " Fox and 
ounds." As he laizily reposed, and looked towards the 
stle through a thin withered portion of the screen, he saw 
man getting over the fence which separated the next field 
cm the road. There was nothing unusual in this, but ho 
so observed this person standing on tip-toe on the fence, 
id warily looking about him on every side before do- 
jeuding into the field. Charley's eye now followed hiiu 
ith some interest, as he approached a spot on the inside 
r the fence where the bushes grew thkkest, M\fc\ s\ 
\coiid anxious glance on every side, lie ca\i\.\ovx!^^ ^^^\\v\ 
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the bushes, and introduced a parcel into a cavity, and then 
hastily arranged the bushes as they were at first He 
then passed into the adjoining field and made a circuit 
round the fence, as if to insure himself against danger frooi 
any prying eyes in that quarter. As Charley heard the 
steps approach in the very field from wluch he had 
just now climbed into his narrow bower, he gathered him- 
s(ilf into as small a compass as possible, and even held his 
breath ; but the man passed on, looking more to the op- 
posite fence than to the one beside which he was walking 
Charley, while he had an open view of him, b^^ to thiiu 
that the long, shapeless great coat, the hat turned up 
behind, and the breeches loose at the knees, were ncrt 
altogether strangers to his eyes; and now, though his back 
was purposely turned to the man, the cadence of the stepi 
confirmed his suspicions. On went the pace, still curving 
round in the direction of the road, till he saw his man get 
out upon it and advance towards Courtnacuddy. | 

" This is very odd," said Charley to himself ; " let w . 
explore the hiding place." So getting into the field whiA \ 
was the farther of the two from the road, he retraced the 
steps of the man with the turned up hat ; and proceeding 
witli considerable caution, he unearthed a good, coarse linon 
bag, and on shaking it he heard the chinking of many 
guineas, and felt the soft mass of paper which he suspecteii 
to be good bank-notes. A sudden fright seized him on 
finding himself in unwarrantable possession of so much 
l)i'opcrty, but dreading to replace it for fear of being seen, 
lie hastily thrust it into his pocket, and took the sani*; 
rriiite as the hider till he got back into his late restini: 
place. Feeling now more at ease, he opened the bag, nnd 
as well as his disturbed nerves permitted, he calculated the 
contents at about one hundred guineas, and fifty pounds ii. 
not(?s. He then shut all up again ; and after a few m-v 
ments of indecision, he concealed it at the root of a bu?b. 
got down, and set off on Edward's trail. He guessed that 
he would overtake him, as he had said that he would pay 
a flying visit to a friend in Knockmore. Stepping out 
pretty briskly, he soon got to that village, and was passing 
on ^vhen ho be aid a ^o.^ c\vxVtc.^ \xv \X\^ ^\.ciw^ \acafc X^^^visli 
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lum ; and, taming round, he saw an acqnaintance in the 
fall costume of a faggot-catter ranuing after him. He was 
aware of the man being on the shift for tithe dae to the 
rector of a neighboaring parish. '' Mat," said he, ** what's 
the matter V 

*' Och 1 plenty's the matter ; the Peelers is after me.** 

" Stop," said Charley ; " come into this bawn, and TU 
be your patron.'' 

In they went, and in a few seconds Charley, putting his 
own doth cap in his pocket, invested Himself with the 
caubeen, the skin gauntlet, the greaves and bill-hook of 
the fugitive ; and directing him to keep himself concealed 
in one of the out-houses, he dashed through the haggard 
out into the lane again ; and letting the police who were 
coming on at a Hvely run get a sight of him, he darted 
away at such a rate as soon secured respectable odds. 
** Stop, you scoundrel, or I'll fire," cried out their chief ; 
but the fugitive did not obey the order. He merely 
flourished Ms weapon, and again laid leg to ground like 
one who was in earnest. The brandished weapon gave 
additional speed to the feet of the pursuers, but they had 
to do with one who was unmatched in the race at the 
gymnasia of Courtnacuddy and Cloughbawn. The road 
soon making a curve, he cleared the fence ; and ran 
straight to where it was lost to sight at its descent to 
Och-na-Gour. On dashed the pursuers after him, clearing 
hedge and ditch, but, though active fellows, they found 
they were overmatched. Still they would not resign the 
chase, but pressed on tor fear he might escape them when 
he got to the turn of the lane. They found on gaining that 
point that he had no intention of the kind, for he was then 
advancing leisurely up the ascent on the other side of the 
rivulet. A loud summons to stop met no better attention 
from the fugitive than before; and to the chance way- 
farers, and labourers in the adjoining fields, and people 
standing at cabin doors, who questioned him as to the 
cause of his hurry, the simple response, " Police after me 
for tithe," served for a satisfactory explanation. When 
some of the questioners hazarded the query to the police^ 

Honest men, what are jez after tii^ "poot \iO"^ iostT ^^^ 
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heard that assault, battery, and robbery were in question, I i 
there was very little credit given to the information. I ( 

Through the quiet little village of Kaim, with its long ji- 
low-roofed chapel and deserted mine works, the fugitive 
and the pursuers swept on, and to the oft-repeated inquiriefi^ 
" Arrest for tithe !" was still the ready response. As Charles 
approached the high road which leads by the skirts of tb 
wood from Moynart up to Blackstairs, he redoubled his 
speed, and gained considerable odds on his pursuers, thoagli 
they did their utmost to close with him before he codd 
gain the shelter of the forest. 

At this crisis Edward was going down the pleasant path 
through the wood, and, turning round on hearing a noise, 
was surprised to see a figure standing in a heroic attitude 
on the stile, brandishing a bill-hook at some unseen per8(»» 
or things, and then running down the path full speed 
towards himself. A little onward a bend in the path and 
some larger trees would shut out the objects lower down 
from any one in the neighbourhood of the stile. The wild 
figure flying past him beyond this angle, darted into a 
thick clump of underwood on the right hand, leaving 
Edward \\ath his mouth open, and his intelligence very 
much at fault, as he gazed towards the vanishing point. 
In a moment he saw his friend, in the same trim as when 
he left him an hour before, dart across the path lower 
down in a stooping posture, and re-appear again almost 
immediately, after he had penetrated about four or five 
perches into the brush on the left side. His face was 
flushed as he came out, and he began to walk briskly down 
the path, beckoning to Edward to accompany him. 

Xearly at the same instant the three policemen were 
heard in the rear, making down on them. " Don't open 
your lips for your life,'' said Charley, in an under tone, 
" till you know the lead I want you to follow." 

The police cried out as soon as they came within hail, 
' Boys, did you see a faggot-cutter run this way just now 1' 

Charley. — Yes, we did. 

Police. — Which way did he take ? 

Charley. — He turned th.^^:^ sJao'^Cito tlve. laft.^ and is now 
getting on towards Mangau. \^\va\.^x^^<3>;3^^^^Na\».s^\cc^ 
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JPolice, — ^Eobbery ; and maybe murder. 

Charley. — ^Well, if it is murder, fire away ; but I think 
lere is little charifee of securing him. Where did you 
itch sight of him first ? 

JPolice. — About four fields firom the quarry hole on the 
ourtnacuddy road, where the assault took place. 

Charley, — And do you know the man ? 

JPolice, — Not we ; do you ? 

Charley, — ^To be sure we do. It is Mat Kavanagh from 
ear Achsalach ; he is no more guilty of robbery or murder 
lan you or we. 

Police, — Then why did he run off when he saw us about 
field away? 

Charley, — ^And don't you know that there is a decree 
gainst him for tithe, that he owes to the minister ? 

Police, — But confound himself and the tithe, it is not 
or duty to take him for it, and why should he lead us 
ich a chase % 

Charley, — Och ! how did he know but you were the 
ery captors appointed for his downfall 1 After all, perhaps, 
e is guilty of the robbery and assault as well as the other 
eficiency. Come, let us inspect his traces. 

And they followed for a short distance the breach made 
y Charley on the side opposite to that where the spoil 
rere deposited. 

Edward, — I think you may safely give up the chase of poor 
HsX, While Charley was separated from me for a while, 
nd I was coming on at this side of Bill Brett's, I met Mat 
;oing to his work ; and it is out of the question that he 
ould have been «rfterwards near the quarry, commit the 
flsault, and be at his work when you caught sight of him. 

" Oh, that settles the question," said Eccleso, the ser- 
;eant ; "let us turn back. What a heat he has put us in ! 
k)ther himself^ his bill-hook, his tithe, and his fnght. By 
he way, Mr. Eedmond, you look as if you were running 
.t a lively rate yourself; you are blown." 

Charley, — ^You may well say so. I was behind, and was 
;oming on to overtsie Mr. O'Brien up from Kaim, when 
'. heard a clatter, and saw the runaway ^i^i^k^ V^da ^'^^^ 
ool Gad, not liking the look of the »xn&M^ ^sA'Cs^xi^E^^ 
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the fellow W18 mad, ItookiomylieelBinlhoiftnBiQnB 
ehame; imi aeiOBi the vmA^ t kmA fte Mikb into the 
at a TQiuiing leap, and down the BodPlikje a hns. Whih 
I heard him gLve a loax on the etue^ I mnryiiend Ha^ vi 
elackened myieina. I am nne yoadidnflieneetwti 
aaedet in his capture ; we am not awom eonaWdia ; 4k 
tithe hiudneee waa in our mind% and the hfll-hook walii 
awkward-looking weapon. 

The polioeaien at onoe agreed toeeMelaztlMrpQn4 
and Edward requeited to Imow who wila Oe nlmd IM 
ill-treated party. One of the men answered,^ Hz. (yBdaJl 
if you are not on a matter of Uih and deafthy jhm had Mil 
retium, aa it is a relatiTe of yooz own thai haa hM 
attacked/' Edwatd, oetting fin^tened, v^ awkUkkm, 
qnestioii, till tiiey lemctanky mfbrmed him «ial ft 
his htinet who waa maltreated. Edward wit very 
afflicted : bat CSuudey took ab opportanity of #1 ~ 
that he nad good reason to heUere that hia hniia 
of a serious diaractei^ and that them wat a fiur medspsftil 
iieco vmng the money. Edward was c o m^ ^ ete ly W w M lMi 
by Charley's diiyiiae and equivocations; bat^ ImnaggNit 
confidence in his resources, he felt he might tnut to Vi 
encouragement. 

Mr. Eccleso being now asked for the circnmstances of 
the robbery and violence, gave the following precise state- 
ment, in an absurdly solemn, pompous manner : — 

** My comrades and myself were proceeding towards tlie 
village called Moneyhore, when, as we approached the 
large quarry with the pool of clear water in it, on the 
northern side of the road, we heard such sounds as com- 
monly proceed from persons who are much hurt. On 
coming nigh the spot from whence the sounds proceeded, 
we descried Mr. O'Brien extended on his back in the diy 
ditch, and moaning. Two of us went down, and were pre- 
paring to lift him into a reclining posture, but he exhorted 
us not to disarrange his position, for he had great appre- 
hension that his bones were all either broken or disloca^ 
We interrogated him as to the cause of this melancholy 
accident, and he made TQ&i^Tk&^ t\i<ait \i<^ bad been attacked 
by three dangeTOuaAookin%T>iS\3Maa>"«\vo,V^ v5q:^-'^k^»r^\i»^ 
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got intelligence of his intention of conveying to Dunsinanc 
that morning a sum of £155, the result of his collection of 
county rates. 

** We inquired the particulars of these marauders as to 
features, costume, and so forth ; but he said that terror 
and indignation at losing the large sum of which ho was 
pierely the temporary custodian, had so bewildered his 
faculties, he couldn't specify any particulars, more than 
that one man seemed to be enveloped in a groat coat, and 
had a crooked scimitar in his hand. On closer investiga- 
tion, he affirmed that they prostrated him, and trampled 
on lis body till, as he dreaded, his ribs were fractured, and 
his spine disjointed. There were some scratches on his 
exposed parts, such as the hands and the face, but the 
incisions were not of any noticeable depth. 

** Responding to our inquiry as to the direction taken 
by the malefactors, he mentioned Knockmore ; and so, 
leaving one of the party to get him conveyed to his own 
domestic mansion, assisted by some neighbours conducted 
to the scene of the catastrophe by casual chance, the other 
two men and myself proceeded in the direction indicated. 
When we were about four fields separated from the road, 
we came in sight of a man cutting bushes ; and when he 
stopped to stare at us, I own I thought his appearance 
rather off the common. He seemed to brandish a crooked 
falchion in his right hand, his left was defended by what 
resembled a shield or buckler (* we call it a dhui-noge^ inter- 
posed Charles) ; and his nether limbs were incased in a 
kind of greaves. Consciousness of crime (as we thought) 
infused (Ssmay into his soul, despite his offensive arms ; 
and regarding our approach to his position in a right line, 
he incontinently took to flight \ we at once entered on the 
chase, and here we are. Now, as further pursuit seoms 
uncalled for, we will turn off here below to Monoyhort^, 
whither our course was bent at first. The retd criniinaVs 
traces must be again sought for nigher the scene of tho 
crime. I suppose, gentlemen, you will return dinn^t to 
Castleboro ; but first let us all repose our limbs for a 
while." • 

li their minds had been at ease, Iwo oi VXi'5i\\\>\si >:<>\\^ 
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pany at least could have enjoyed a pleasant half hour 
looking over the forest which stretched away to the east 
of their position. There was a gradual descent from this 
stile, and they could catch glimpses of the path that led 
down through the wood, till it traversed a hollow ahout 
half a mile down, and then, mounting a gentle slope, ww 
hidden in its descent towards the Urrin. Beyond the 
river, in the direction of Curraghgraigue and Ballymenane, 
their eyes rested on groups of larger trees ; and farther off 
still, on the chain of low hills which runs from Shrough- 
more to Tombrick. More to the left reposed the purpM 
mass of Mount Leinster, and nearer and apparently higher 
shot up the dark crags of Blackstairs. To the easi 
stretched the forest, diversified by the variously tinted 
tender foliage, and patches of sunlight and shade, ai 
the clouds sailed by on the fine May morning. Grentle- 
men's seats, with the bright green lawns among the darker I . 
masses of the old trees, broke the uniformity of the leafy 
plain ; the diversified country on both banks of the 
Slaney, surmounted by Vinegar Hill and the ruined wind- 
mill on its summit, varying the view on that side. 

After a short rest the party separated ; the police taking 
the road to the left, which leads towards Enniscorthv, and 
Edward and Charles retracing their steps. As EdwarJ 
continued to feel great uneasiness and depression, Charles 
tried to console liini as well as lie could. " Edward, you 
need not be in sucli agitation. I feel there is some great 
mistake in the policeman's story." He then related the 
adventure of the money-bag, concealing his suspicion of 
the man's identity, and continued, " I have secured the 
spoil, and let us hope tliat by its restoration we may obtain 
a lever to move your obstinate parent from his present 
hostile position. Excuse the mechanical allusion, Xed : 
just after learning a new lesson, we are always eager t :> 
disi)lay our lately-acquired knowledge. On my way I wa.- 
overtaken by ])oor Mat Kavanagh, who is under a cloud jiist 
now, and waiting for the next Newfoundland vessel that 
sails from Ivoss. 

" He wore ivisl Wieu \i\ni axvtv^ -viXvvOtvAaXRiWiCixsir 
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slee Enfield^ B Speaker^ and excuse the quotation, Ned], and 
ttle dreamed, poor fellow, what the police took him for. 
J3 1 have hitherto met no match at a foot-race, I donned his 
eeds, and what in the worthy Mr. Eccleso's eyes seemed 
rord and shield. In the meantime he concealed himself 
L Shamus Gurm's cow-house in Knockmore ; and while I 
as enacting Eeynard, 

' I roused my vigour and increased my speed,' 

s Pope would have said) by the stirring lines in the Lady 
' the Lake*' 

.Edfvard. — ^Where in the name of wonder did you pro- 
ire that work ? 

Charles. — In the library at the Castle. Where else 
^nld I have a chance 1 I called one holiday, while the 
mily were at Woodstown, and was shown over the house 
11 we came to the library ; and then my eyes first met 
LOse pictures of Highland scenery and of social life there 
. former times. Ah, Edward, I suppose I will never again 
ijoy such mental delight as I felt for the four hours it 
ok me for to get through the poem. The fine apartment 
L "which I sat, the beautiful view from the window over 
le lake and the old lawn to the ivy-covered old castle, 
id the large trees scattered at each side ; the vigorous 
^etry, the novelty of the scenery, the romance of the 
ory, and the vivid pictures of clannish life which I in- 
inctively felt to be so true — all these seen through my 
ccited and glowing imagination lifted me completely 
it of the every-day life of labour. For days afterwards 
ly mind was filled with the poetic images of the poem ; 
id I found myself unconsciously repeating any stray lines 
hich remained fixed on my memory. Even to-day, as the 
ark-coated boys caught sight of me, I sung out — 

' Speed, Charley, speed ; the hardest hide 
On fleeter foot was never tied.' 

jid as I dashed across the fields at this side of Bill £rett's, 
exclaimed— 

* With Bhort and springing footfttepft i^«A% 
The trembling hog and false moraaa.'' 
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And when the people ran to the roadside, and the women 
and children stood at the bawn-gates, I was tempted to 
perpetrate the following travestie : — 

* Fast as the faggot-cutter flies, 
From fields and bawns inquiries rise ; 
From furzy knocks, from ridges brown, 
Fast poured the la:^ workers down. 
Nor slacked the messenger his pace ; 
He told the fib, he hid his face ; 
And pressing forward like the windy 
Left brave old Eccleso behind.' 

Edtoard, — For the love of goodness, Charley, don't poison 
my ears with your confounded parodies. I look on blI^ 
lesques of works imbued with the true poetical spirit in 
no better light than the daubing of paint upon the features of 
some noble boy or beautiful girl, till the countenance becomeB 
like that of some low, vulgar creature. But what are we to 
think of the polieman's report of the state in which he saw 
my father, and the account he gave of the attack 1 

Cliarley, — Really I cannot tell ; but comparing EccleM's 
narrative with the circumstances I have witnessed myself, 
I think there could have been onlv one robber enijaffcd in 
the attack ; and I hope we*ll find that your father was 
more frightened than hurt. 

At Kaim they stopped for a little rest and refreshment. 
Edward did not feel much need of rej)Ose or stimulant, for 
his mind was very much disturbed by his own concern?,' 
and the mystery connected with the morning's adventure. 
I retain a pleasing though faint image of that little liamltt 
of Kaim ; the road is somewhat higher than the ground- 
level of the neat little thatched chapel and tlie other 
houses ; the trees affording a snug shelter to the humble 
l)uilding. A clear stream bubbles by, and with its sparklin;^ 
wavelets and clear gravel bed, seen through the elder 
bushes, gives an impression of decency and cleanliness 
which do not always attach to clusters of Irish cottages. 

The fellow travellers measured back their way through 
Knock more, found the hoard safe in its hiding place, ami 
{irrived at home about half-\)a§,t o\iQ* o'elQck. Charky 
requested his companion. \iO \^a\^ ?^ ^^^^v^^na.wvs» Vq\\^^ 
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and they entered the kitchen where the maimed man 
reposing in the settle hed, as he would not consent to 
len upstairs. He languidly looked at the new comers, 
nade no motion, nor opened his lips to greet them, 
ird stooped over him, and with some emotion ex- 
Bd his sorrow to see him in that state, and asked him 
\ie felt. "Ah," said he, very faintly ; " I cannot tell. 
1 as if every rib in my body was broken, and my 
) put threenachela ; don't touch me, I'm afraid I'll 
1 pieces." " Have you sent for Dr. Macartney V* said 
les ; " his presence would be very desirable." Now 
g^tleman superintended a dispensary which was im- 
sed out of one of Mr. Graham's out-offices, and was 
>ited by the Castle and the neighbouring gentlemen- 
)rs around, and was a great blessing to the neighbour- 
" Ah, what can he do for me V* said the patient; 
link if he attempted to handle me, I would give up 
host" 
ward's mother and sister now came over to him, and, 

a family greeting, told him that Dr. Macartney had 

sent for, but was not at home. However, he was 
;ted from one moment to another. 
)li, dear ! oh, dear !" said the poor bruised man ; " a 
won't be let die in peace. I tell you he can't do the 
good for me." 
fou are mistaken, Mr. O'Brien," said Charles. **l 

seen him open a man's body, take out part of his 
a, examine it^ pare away unsound parts, and then put 
sk carefully, and stitch the skin again as neat as liisa 
Len would hem a shirt. Yes, and out of three xhax he 
3d that way, two were only called off." 
Lh, what feelings some people have ! How eam jkjl 
stem to such heartless discourse?" 
leartless. inyahl Well, if ever I do a g»»i tkcl 
1, I'll give the dogs of the town leave to call me m 

What do you say to this, Mr. (/Brien P iaui jut. 
Qg out the canvas sar;k, and rattlfz^ zb^ rnneis. 
I't I better to you now than a Wi y^nr-ia-iiCTr '•' 
ere was a genera] thrill of jojfal «xf!rB^mt*m: m 'iii^ 
vowded loand our hero; axui tfaaaka -w^k ^fri^i -s 



320 THB BANES OF THE BOBO. 

heaven, and silent prayers put up. The poor mation, 
dropping on her knees by the settle-bed, leaned oyer her 
husband ; but she was dismayed by a violent flush of blood 
that ran up to his very temples, and the convulsive work- 
ing of his fingers, and his sharp groans. " Ah," said she^ 
'' I fear that he can't stand it out longer now, at any rata 
Pray to God, Phil dear, for strength and calmness, and let 
us be thankful for his great mercy in enabling us to gi?e 
up this monej*^ without impoverishing ourselves/' 

The disabled man still said nothing ; but he closed Lis 
eyes, and shut his lips hard, as if he was striving for resolu- 
tion for something or other ; the flush departed, and he 
requested in a low tone a drink of water. Mrs. O'Brien 
ran for the drink, and Bryan, coming in at the moment 
asked if he might raise his head a little. Within a veiy 
few seconds a change for the better seemed to come OTer 
the victim ; and instead of repelling the offer, he took it 
in a very good part, and even faintly thanked the rejected 
suitor. So the drink was administered, and the sick man 
lay down gently, but not without a heavy moan or two. 

" Do you think, Philip, that you could bear now to b | 
removed to your own bed 1 " 

" Well, I'll try, so that you handle me gently." The 
attempt was made, and was crowned with a fair degree of 
success ; and before our chief personages who were as- 
sembled in the bed -room separated, Mrs. O'Brien requested 
to be informed of the particulars of the recover}' of the 
money. Charles gave the same account as he had done to 
Edward, and expressed his opinion that the particulars 
might better be confined to themselves for a few days, till 
poor Mat would have a tub of salt water under him. 

Airs. O^Brien. — But, Charley, tell us, do you think you 
have any knowledge of the person you saw hiding the 
money ! 

Charley. — Mrs. O'Brien, that is a question I am not at 
all willing to answer. All that I can say is that if I come 
in contraiii with him, as Joanna would say, and if I fiini 
him truly penitent for this and his other misdeeds, he will 
not have to lay his death at my door. I protest, there is 
Dr. Macartney's voic^ in Wi^ \L\\,Oi\viw% \«i\. \is» ^^^sst ^\!>.^v 
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and Mrs. CBiien, if blood is to be drawn, Til hold the 
basin.'' 

So "with a great deal of useless bustle the surgeon was 
introduced, and the room cleared. From the neighbour- 
ing kitchen the eager HsteneiB were dismayed by a loud 
bawl or grunt, as the practitioner pinched or squeezed some 
part of the poor sufferers anatomy rather more than the occa- 
sion appeared to require. After a while he made his ap- 
pearance, and relieved them by saying that the injuries 
were not so grave as Mr. O^Brien had feared ; and that all 
he required was a &w strips of diachylon, rest, £uid a pro- 
fdse perspiration. 
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THE BVK OF THE GREiT DAY, 

The dmner hod been ia abeyaace to this time, oinngbi 
the fright the lamily had got, and the occupation of tl» 
aettle-bed ; but now that the money was recovered, aii 
the fears about the master's life allayed, people began to 
get hungry. 80 the women set to work, and the table v» 
Hoon provided with flat wheaten and oaten cakes, pats of 
butter, and noggins of mixed milk ; and all sat down and 
enjoyed s cheerful meal. 

At Charley's suggestion, Tom Sweetman waa comiaiB' 
eioned to walk as far as the Stone Pound, to apprize the 
police scTgeaiit stationed there that the money had been rt- 
coverad, and that Mr. O'Brien was conaideied out of dsingei. 
This was done in order to allay the existing excitemndi 
and to Bare the constables from unnecessary &tigue. Had 
I time to walk so far with Tom, I would like to let my le- 
mimscences linger for a while oa its spacious fivea-alle;, 
and the little paddock at its rear surrounded by lofty-treea 
What a splendid piece of colouring seemed to my unedu- 
cated eyes the noble cat on the siga-board of one of the 
tarems, as he stood with coDsiderable ease and grace on 1 
round stool, and delighted the beholders by pretondiug tii 
draw sweet music from the Msh bag-pipe I Delight^]] 
was the shaded road that led southwards Irom the village 
in the direction of Taghmon, with the lai^e old treee 
and the patriarchal-looking manor-house of the £obinsoni 
on the left hand 1 May this neighbourhood have jnstiM 
done to it some day by M. G. B., of the Iriih Fennj 
Journal, 
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Mr. (yBrien called Edward, Charles, his wife, and 
laughter, and Bryan to his bed-side when dinner was over, 
ind addressed them as follows : — " Thank God for his 
nercies, and this brave lad for his courage and exertions. 
[ must ask you now, Charley, to accompany Edward to 
Dunsinane with that unlucky bag, and deliver it up to 
VIr. Farmar. I will not rest till I hear the money is safe 
enth him, Tou can take two of the horses ; I will send 
)ver to the garden to have an apology made for your 
ibsence to-day, and I am sure if ever you hear a word about 
[t from the master, it will not be an impleasant one. 
ZJome back again in the evening. We must have over all 
pur family, Bryan, not forgetting yourself." 

Poor Theresa, strong-minded as she undoubtedly was, 
liad a tender loving heart ; and these few words set that 
deart beatiag so quickly, that some of the pure blood that 
io wed through it found its way to her cheeks; and she 
snthdrew as soon as she conveniently could to enjoy her 
sweet but troubled sensations. 

Charley and Edward then went forth on their rough- 
boated steeds, and had a pleasant evening ride. Beyond 
Dourtnacuddy they turned down the green slope to let 
iiheir beasts take a drink from the stream which issued 
Brom the sweet spring of Thvhher Gxd ; then went down the 
coad to Dranagh mill and bridge, and up the furzy slope 
beyond. When they had passed down through the fair- 
^leen and village of Moneyhore, I wonder how they got up 
bhe steep hill of Scobia My impression of that hill pre- 
sents a wall stopped about half way in its downfalL I 
bave seen horses with loads behind them climb to the top, 
but cannot tell how or wherefore, as they might as well 
have gone a fine level road from Moneyhore village to the 
Leap, and thence towards Scobie, with ease to their cattle, 
EUid at no greater expense than five minutes' delay. 

They have reached Dunsinane, given up the ill-omened 
treasure, leaped over some fences by the road-side on their 
cetum, greeted the Haydens and Eitzharrises of Dranagh, 
and Edward Brophy and Tommy Mulligan of Courtna- 
3uddy ; joked with Pat Behan about the ^«fct^TtL\>kfe %^\» ^\» 
)h0 execution; entered the little chai^e^ «cA ^tfii\»Nix?w^^ 



thanks for God's meieiai ehowti that dayfimipMtedlflb 
spot of the accident^ aiid fixiaUy aiiiTed at hoa^ Bdm( 
^m whose mind some portion of his own eanie and tn» 
Ues had been banished V ^ ^lui^ ^^ii^MiQflflBoa 
since momin^ letnmed in a nther depiessed §M% m.h 
would now have to call cm his mother or BtTanlnr akH 
of money for the leqnijementB of the'jCbUowing daj, M 
was besides tonnented by some nmuLTinga as to ue i» 
piessions under which Elin and her sister must ksn fii 
remained since yesteiday. 

On entering Uie kitchen they found fbs Boohes mmm- 
bled, and on enquiring for the invaKd thqr w«esb ^ti ti 
find he was much better, having becai sinee Sufaifeoted.ti a m 
profuse perspiration. "H^ had requested, all to assaiUi |k 
in his bed-room immedUitdy <m thejr nUxjontu 80 fli|f 
filed into the chamber, and disposed tiienaiselves as fl» 
veniently as they could to heiur what ha )iad to soil* 
municate. After answering the inquiries of Edwatfl ■' 
Charles^ he raised his head a littte^ and. said: — ^Mftli 
Eoche, Ihave opposed for a good while the wiahea ef Ai|v 
two fomilies. There is no use now in going ovw fti 
reasons why I did so, but within these latst fow hoan I 
have been brought to think that I have not been influenced 
by a single-minded wish for the real happiness of my 
children, and I have been justly punished for my worldly 
spirit. I am under some security for Mr. Mac Cracken ly 
which I will suffer, as I have given up any notion of t 
connexion with him. So now, to repair as soon as I can 
some of the mischief I have done, Bryan Roche, you hate 
my free and full consent to take Theresa for your wife, if 
neither of you have changed your minds since yesterday. 
Though I am not the rich miser I am thought to be, she 
shall not enter your house empty-handed. May God grant 
his blessing to you both ; you have the blessing of her 
mother and myself from the bottom of our hearts. 

Mrs. O'Brien leant over her husband and kissed him 
affectionately, and his happy new relatives all pressed hia 
hand with grateful and happy looks. Edward and Charley 
were in great glee, and shook hands all round ; and it is 
supposed that the "handa oi ^^ >mwY51 ^^'^ ^\&^ 
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ed " also found eacli other out by chance in such 
bed state of things. 

LI, well/' said the sofiferer, when a little quiet was 
9 "I hope Mr. Mac Cracken will have some con- 
>n, and not torment me with his complaints for not 
out more determinedly for him. He will now get 

shoulder, I fear, from any desirable young woman 
3S within any reasonable distance, after all the time 
lost looking after Theresa Ah, Bryan ! I wish 
lid strive to look the gentleman more than you do ; 
ng now like poor Nick's air and manner." 
n. — Faith, Mr. O'Brien, it is not an easy matter for 
: bom and bred, and that has no ambition, to have 
iners of a gentleman or look like one. But when 
irried, if it gives the least gratification to my wife, 
) to the tailor that works for the castle, and get a 
b the same pattern as the young master wears, and 
i to the next fair of Moneyhore or Enniscorthy ; 

am mistaken for a gentleman, we will then know 
best to be done. 

ley. — ^That will be really doing the thing with 
but as to Mr. Nick, I don't think you will be 

I with his complaints for a while. He started this 
»n, as we heard, while we were coming through 
icuddy, in company with a rough-looking customer 
5 been on a sort of visit with him for some days, 
.ought they went match-making up to Ballymurphy 
DW ; others that it was not with his own good will 
going at all ; time will tell. Ah, Mrs. Eoche ! why 

I I my fortune made, and Peggy twenty years old ? 
could pluck up courage enough this moment to do 
1 deed. 

JBrien, — ^Well, Charley, I wish I had a second 
r with three hundred pounds fortune in her pocket : 
uld be as welcome to her as the flowers in May. 
«rish to be left alone. When you all are on your 
lis evening, pray for me, and pray each for your- 
to be strengthened against temptation. Bridget, 
said he to his wife, who lingered about him, " you 
ad foT the priest to come to me Vi-TXiOTtw^ * "Vv.Sa 
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now seven years since I was at my duty ; and a fine hard 
task it will be lo go through it properly. Well, well, it 
will never be done if we don't make a beginning. If 
Sleeveen is loitering about the house any where, tell Me 
I want to speak to him." 

Sleeveen was found, and remained closeted with his 
master for half-an-hour ; and at his coming out, his foxy 
and supercilious face was observed to have lost about two- 
sevenths of the usual quantity of self-satisfaction and 
contempt of his neighbour that usually adorned it. 

Joanna was somewhat out of sorts and fidgetty while the 
family council was held. She lost very little time as thej 
were coming forth, till she was mistress of the resolutions 
agreed to ; and then she ran and hugged the bride electa 
then the bride's mother, then Peggy, then Pat ; then was 
going to repeat the ceremony on Bryan, but a preventive 
check interposed. Being evidently annoyed that there 
sliould be any bar to the exhibition of her delight, she 
grasped the children by the hand, and began to dance and 
sing. The melody consisted of one line, and ran thus, 

** My uncle Jack is dead, and we^ll have all the money." 

Moll !Miskclagh or a neighbour of hers (seethe sketch in the 
hish Penny Journal by my gifted countrywoman, !M. G. K-^ 
having performed tli(^. duties of a slave during her husband'^ 
lifetime, was bequeathed on his death as much tobacco and 
randies as served for his wake, and the shop sign into the 
])argain. His brother having got the rest of his property. 
one of his (the brother's) sons was heard chanting for joy 
one summer evening the lay just quoted by Joanna, ami 
which is probably yet remem])ered in the neighbourhood of 
Tonianearly. This by way of explanation of our songstres> > 
selection. However the songstress and the children wtit; 
soon obliged to desist from their nonsensical sport by sheer 
fatigue. The joy of others of the inmates was not less 
deep and heartfelt, though not so boisterously expressed, 
and two or three pleasant hours passed unnoticed over 
their heads. 

When the Eoches rose to go home, Tlieresa, Edwanl, 
an (J Charley went lo see \j\i.extt. \i^i^ovA>\\^ "^viviss,^. \ ^\ili 
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hat tlie dear companion of my own childbood, Turlocli 
)'B. of Ciomogae, had not omitted this ceremony on one 
ccasion,.or rather had put me heyond the big gander one 
yening, as I was leaving him ; for the thief caught mc in 
he lane, bit my legs, slapped me with his wings, and 
learly lightened my life out. May his memory be with- 
out honour, and his tomb forgotten ! Our company, how- 
ever, were too strong and too numerous to dread the gan- 
ler, or even the gander's father. 

Theresa dutifully kept close to the side of her new 
nother, who throwing her strong arm round her, gave her 
i vigorous squeeze or two ; but before they had got 
lihrough the lane, Mrs. Eoche recollected that she wanted 
bo consult Edward about a choice of books for Peggy ; and 
iJien the procession suffered l^s change. Mr. Boche and 
Charley led the way, Pat and Peggy followed, Mrs. Eoche 
and Edward came in their wake, and the others brought up 
the rear. When they arrived at the other bawn-gate and 
separated, Bryan prolonged his enjoyment by pretending 
to feel it his duty to see the young lady safe home again. 
I do not profess to report the discourse, because I was 
not listening, and neither of the speakers could be after- 
wards induced to betray what the other acknowledged. 
From snatches caught here and there by Charley, they 
seemed to congratulate each other on the happiness of 
being at liberty to speak openly of their mutud. affection 
for each other. 

Our " lame lover" at last took leave for the night at the 
gate, and Charley went on his way, being first e^orted to 
look in on them next evening, when his day's work was 
over. • 

As Theresa and Edward turned into the bawn, a little 
boy who lived in a cabin by the neighbouring road- side, 
came up, handed him a note, and merely saying he was 
bid to give it into his own hands, cleared off before there 
was time for any questions. Before Edward could got a 
light to inform himself of the contents, he was told that his 
father had been enquiring for him ; so, leaving his curiosity 
unsatisfied, he handed the note to Thereaa, told bar dvi 
might open it, and presented himself to "toa iissiCwst* 'XVvb 
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old man spoke very kindly to him, said he was aware of 
his approaching mamago, that be was far from feeling any 
satiBfection at it, but wonld not add to his diecomfort 
by withholding hia consent. Therefore he was quite 
welcome to bring his wife in the first instance to Castle- 
boro, in order that she might get acquainted with her nen 
relatives, and that they might all lay their heads together 
as to the next best steps to be taken. Here was a revola- 
tion in Edward's favour, aa welcome as unexpected. His 
heart was filled with joy, so that he could hardly find 
words warm enough to declare his gratitude. He acquitted 
himself aa well as he could, and returned to his mother 
and sister who had just finiahed the second perusal of the 
letter, He seemed to walk on air, and in a few rapid and 
unconnected sentences told them his news. He was pre- 
sently amazed by the troubled and doubtful expression on 
their faces ; and changing his tone.he asked rather reproach- 
fully, if that was the way they sympathiaed with hia happy 
feelings. " Indeed, Edward, we rejoice in any good ihat 
occurs to you ; but if we give too much way to joy, we will 
be liable to be too much cast down whtni we meet viUi 
what is disagreeable." 

" Well, this is very strange ! You two, that always 
seemed to be sorry for my father keeping me at such a dis- 
tance, are not a bit glad now when bo has begun to act so 
cordially ; I caunot understand it." The mother made dd 
answer, hut hung down her head ; and Theresa with tears 
in her eyes handed him the open letter which had been 
lying beside her, and which till now was forgotten hy 
Edward in his ecstasy. Fearful of some terrible news, he 
ran over the lines with throbbing pulse and burning eyes; 
but such was his agitation that when he came to the end 
he did not yet seem to have mastered the drift of the let- 
ter. He then began, and read it through again ; and with- 
out further remark dropped into a chair by the table ; laid 
his face on his folded arms ; and for some time gave no sign 
of consciousness except by a convulsive action of the fingere 
which still grasped the paper. After a few minutee, his 
Mother endeavoured to coti&q\6 ttai ■m^sa \am. ■foonv tha 
etupoT into which he ha4 ial\en,\ftA Mt -^o-Ai wkki «!>■■&>» 
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was not sensible of the meaning of her words : so she came 
over and gently shook and roused him. She would gladly 
have left him untouched, on seeiag the meaningless expros- 
sian of his eyes, and the despondency of his whole counte- 
nance. However he made an effort, and after a few 
unconnected remarks assured them he was sorry to inflict 
so much annoyance on them ; that he was completely 
unsettled by the news ; and that he would go to bed, and 
strive in sleep to escape from the intolerable pressure he 
was suffering. They prayed that God would send him com- 
fort, and exhorted him not to give too much way, as every- 
thing but sin happens with the permission of God ; that no 
unbearable trial is sent to any one, and that every visita- 
tion turns out for the best in the end, when received with 
resignation. 

Taking leave of his mother and sister, he then went to 
his bed-room, and once more read the letter which had 
thrown him into such a suffering state, and which was as 
follows : — 

" Sir, — ^These lines come to save you from all further 
trouble about what was carried too far, and still did not go far 
enough. Many trials are sent to young persons, and ninny 
others they bring on themselves with their eyes o]>on. 
More than a year has been wasted and gone, and nothing 
got by any one but trouble and sorrow. There is no \iso. 
now in finding fault, but this comes to say that on yester- 
day you saw my sister for the last time, please God, that 
you will ever see her, and that I have her free consent for 
saying so. When you receive this letter she will bo with 
her own friends, and hopes you will not follow her to give 
annoyance. 

" Your humble servant^ 
"Eebecoa Richards, * 

Having finished the perusal, Edward laid the letter on 
the side of the bed, stretched himself on a form with his 
fingers clasped under his head, and endured for two Ion*: 
honra a rush of convicting thougbts, ie^Ain^^tssA'^xxt^^vjiv, 
without conaciouaneaa of the duratioix oi \^<^. 0\>k^^N^V<>^^ 
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B were nnroused, and whoso head was clear, would 
have aimply looked at the fact of being rejected ; and, 
putting g, resolution of seeking out and recovering his lost 
love iu one scale, and a contrary resolution of sitting down 
and enduring the desertion with calnineBs in the other, 
would have weighed the merits and defects of eacl 
proceeding with steady hand and judicious eye. But 
unhappily his nature was vehement aa well as intellectual ; 
and hence what took place in his mind resembled the con- 
foaed thronging, intermingling, and evolving of a crowd of 
ahapelesB ohjecta in an obscure light, rather than the 
orderly arrangemont and procession of the same objects 
according to theii importance and relation to each other. 
Thus over the disturbed mirror of his mind passed and 
returned, aunk and rose images of past happy hours spent 
in loving discourse, a future blank of joyless exiatenw, 
interference of the sister of his love, her own want of affec- 
tion, or fooblenesa of character, her countenance lighted bj 
affection, then marked by scorn or contempt of himself, 
wounded feelings, resentment for want of confidence in 
him, the .desirableness of making an attempt to find her 
and get an explanation, the probability of this only 
bringing on further aflroiita, the likelihood of her being 
purposely heset and deceived, and wishing only to be con- 
vinced of his truth, renewed auger at her nneasineaa ot 
belief, and a return to more gentle feehngs. Passion being 
laid aside, what did Christian duty point out to be done I 
At the end of some hours' torture, the chief cause of 
which was the difficulty of finding out the proper course to 
adopt, the tumult began to subside, and he came to the 
determination of making a vigorous effort to win back his 
lost treasure. 

According as the resolve acquired strength, a certain 
comfort came over his perturbed and miserable spirit ; and 
80, becoming calm by degrees, he was at last enabled to go 
to his prayers ; and when ho got into bed he slept manj 
hours without interruption. 

At an early hour nest morning, Edward waa np and 
about ; Theresa was e<\ua\i5 ou ftie a!teA ;«i.\.\iia qccasion, 
and to her he tev6aY64Mad«\«Taa"ci».'Qs«v\fi«»iK-'0Qa«»K'- 
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tad by some means discover Eliza's present abode ; to get 
in interview with her, even in the midst of her most un- 
villing relatives, and if her love was at an end, or her 
^ving up the connexion arose from a sense of duty, then 
nrould he make up his mind to resign all claims on her, 
ind endeavour to turn his attention to a worthy discharge 
)f his duty. If the step she had taken arose from a mis- 
x)nception of his conduct, and if love was not extinct, he 
fvould take a post-chaise from Enniscorthy to Graigue, get 
the marriage ceremony performed, and return with his 
bride at once to Castleboro. Theresa neither opposed nor 
3ncoTiraged him ; but Edward, having decided on his line 
3f conduct, set little value on the opinion of others. When 
once he had made a resolution he went through with it 
determinedly, uncertainty of purpose being the dreaded 
GuHng to which he was subject. His fancy was of a lively 
and discursive character, his impulses vehement when 
roused, and the exercise of his judgment was continually 
impeded wherever his passions had a voice, or his imagi- 
aation could act on the subject under consideration. 

He told his sister that if he was unsuccessful, he would 
Qot return to throw gloom on the present happiness of the 
fiunilies ; he would set off at once to his school, and strive 
to acquire composure or indifference before he would pre- 
sent himself again. Now that his resolve was taken, there 
was a calm, determined air about him. He exhorted 
Theresa to suffer no anxiety on his account ; that she knew 
bis elasticity of spirit ; that if he succeeded, his wife and 
be would soon be with her, and increase her newly-found 
happiness ; and that, at the worst, he would only have to 
labour harder in body and mind till new impressions had 
time to assuage the pain of old recollections. At last 
be was gone, and Theresa left to her own reflections, 
which, though somewhat sobered by sympathy with her 
brother, were on the whole of a happy character. 

The clergyman who had been apprised of Mr. O'Brien's 
desire to see him, called about one o'clock, and remained 
vnth Mm upwards of an hour. 

Some days having passed, we find that Theresa, her 
nother, her future mother-in-law, and SooKDa.^ ^^^"^ ^ 
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EnniBcorthy last market-iJay, makiug needful purchases in 
the way of attire. Bryan, on his side, haa not been idle, 
and the prime visiting tailor of Eantry, Tom Blanche, hu 
been sitting on the large kitchen table for about a week, 
turning out from ander his goose master-pieces of hodj- 
coats, waistcoats, and trousers. For the last couple of days 
there has been great scrubbing of milk-pails, tubs, dresaera, 
pewter plates and dishes. The dark oak tables, chairs, and 
cupboawi in the parlour have been intimate with eoft-soap 
and bees'-wax ; its boarded floor has been washed, and the 
earthen floor of the kitchen and bed-rooms have be«n 
scraped, scrubbed, and sanded, and all the dirt in ttie 
bawn swept dowu into the lower dyke. 

It is a point of country etiquette that Bryan is to bive 
very few uninterrupted interviews with his betrothed 
till after their marriage. Indeed the needful preparation 
has kept the time of the young couple pretty well 
occupied. 

The bride's fether ia not in very good spirits, chiefly on 
account of the quantity of spirits of another kind whicli 
the occasion has obliged him to purchase. His wife, though 
proud and happy to hiive her tlaiigliler wedded to ow 
whose goodness of disposition and steadiness have been 
known to her for years, does not conceal from herself the 
many trials which the happiest wife has to endure. Mr. 
Boche says little ; he is happy in the happiness of those 
around him ; hut Mrs. Koche is in complete enjoyment of 
the bustle about her, and of the happy issue of the tangled 
courtship. The present occasion reminds her of some 
similar ones when hei own house was in its glory, and bee 
father and brothers, with their servants and worlunen, were 
sufficient to " clear a fair." She reminds her new daughl«i 
that she must begin in time not to give Bryan his way. 
" For them crathers of men isn't a bit of good to hold theii 
own in many things, such as law-shuits and that ; they'd 
rather he left at their aiae than stand on their own righte 
often. She knew that Bryan's hlood was soon np if k 
saw a friend fighting with odds against him, or if he heard 
any one insinuating e^ii. ot mi^ d? tia ^etitiQiia ; but fl 
'eJeeyeen' of a te^lo'w ^ooi.4aa\wi.\.\flm.Sa.H^'OT.-Niij;ii^ 
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and twist him round his little finger, or get him to go bail 
for him in a debt, so he would You may be as fond of 
him as you like — I won't hinder you ; and I know you'll 
never let him be seen at Mass or market without a pin in 
his collar, or with a hole in his stockings ; and Tm sure 
you won't be found at your tay and hot cake, and he eating 
a re-heated pyatee, like Peg Branagan, that I seen giving a 
cup of could tay and a bit of bread to her * sprishan ' of a 
man, that was sittin' by the kitchen fire, and her grand 
company sittin' in state, mauya, at the parlour table ! All, 
if I had the opportunity, wouldn't I comb her head for 
her 1" 

"With a flax-card, I suppose, ma'am," said Charley 
Eedmond, who happened to be in hearing. 

** And if I did, it^s just what she deserved." 

These observation were made in Mr. O'Brien's kitchen, 
with the servants and workpeople around, some seated on 
the settle, and others on short forms and stools opposite 
thorn, and all employed in reducing the heap of good cup 
potatoes that lay on the table between them, the pleasant 
task being made more pleasant by sundry noggins of good 
milk, one between every two neighbours, or one to each 
individual in some cases. 

Mr. Eoche was taking his rest in a straw chair, and l^lr. 
O'Brien was inducing him to speak on religious topics. 
He had considered his neighbour a voteen and twaddler, 
but now began to look on him as a wise man bent on 
securing the one thing needful — eternal happiness. 

Three old acquaintances, Shan Burke, Bet-na-Dheega, 
and Pat Neil were taking their supper along with the 
rest, and some other friends joined the circle from time to 
tima We shall not trouble the reader to salute them as 
they enter. When they have anything to say, let them 
say it ; and we will Usten to them if their information is 
worth it. 

Theresa, Joanna^ and another young woman had milked 
the cows at the proper time ; and Bryan, and Charier, and 
Tom Sweetman were so apprehensive of these (generally 
reputed) quiet and domestic animals kicking up their heiels 
at unexpected times, and spilling the nu)lk, ot ^ax^^s^r^::^ 
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frightening the milk-maida, that with imdaunted resolutio 
they stood in a dangerous vicinity to the homs of th 
beasts, to avert such calamities. They got small thani 
for their fearless devotion to the safety of the fair opetatois 
for Mra, Eoche took occasion to ohaerve in the course c 
the evening, that more milk would have been got, aii< 
less time spent ahout it, if they had left the girls t 
themselves. 

" Here's gratitude !" said Charley. " Mrs. Eoche, jo 
remind me of many a one in the barony of Bantry, alavini 
out in heat and cold, and going to fair and market, am 
their ungrateful people at home, that they do it all for, no 
having a kind word to give them in exchange for Ih 
clothes they wear, and the bread they eat, and 

Slum Burke. — Bread, indeed ! I hope the good Chris 
tians may never be without the pyateea itself to give u 
poor thravellers, an' some of us kep out of our little pre 
perty by a red-haired woman. But wait till the j^ce an 
twenty-fifth day of March next, an' see if I don't injed b( 
out of bouse and home ! Eave any of yez a bit of tobaccy 
I'm a'most starved for want of a dimigh. 

Bft. — GoA help you, poor man ; but don't tulk of dyin; 
Shan aathore. No one dies at all ; it is only a change i 
diet they get. Myself is just as badly treated, an' it on 
yesterday that I warned iii. Eastwood to be ofl', and leai 
his glebe-house to myself that's the lawful heir to it ; ai 
all he rfo is to say, 'How are you, Betty T There 
manners for you ; one of them pups along the road woul 
only say Set ; an' he bring me into his brevary (a mistak 
of Bet's for library), and make his ramrod of a servan' 
boy fetch me a plate of cold meat an' a heel of white loa 
An' BO when I bruk my fast, I couldn't keep up the spit 
an' he giv me a fi'penny, an' so I come off an' slep at Mr 
Wiseman's in Killeen. 

Pat NeU. — 'Deed, Bet, I think you're taking leave 
your seven senses of late. I'll engage the ministher wo 
budge a foot these hundhert years to come, if it was 
keep the teeth fast in your head ; an' if you don't sho' 
some better wit, I Ntoat be Be«a walking the same side ( 
file road with jon. 1 Bn^^oaa -^en. &&ii\. 'Wai SSaa^ 
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song tliat rm makin' to go a courtin' with to Jemmy 
Culleton's purty daughter next Sunday ) 

Charley. — Let us have the song, Pat. Silence all of you 
for Paf s song. 

Pat NeU. — But maybe you'd go yourself and sing it, and 
get the bride instead of me that made it. 

Charley. — ^I give you my word I will not, Pat Square 
your elbows, clear your thioat, and repeat the melody. 

Pat NeiL — Ah, d trust you ! I would not depend 

on you any more than on the rotten shank of a tobacco- 
pipe, if Ailjs. O'Brien and Mrs. Eoche doesn't go bail for 
you. 

The ladies appealed to entered into the required securities, 
and Pat chanted the following words to an original air of 
his own composition, keeping meanwhile a suspicious eye 
on his treacherous rival, and blending the past, present, 
and future in one action. 

"pat nul's COUBTSmP. 

" It*8 early on next Sunday morning, 
Before the sky-lark shakes his wing, 
It*B 111 be up and get a shavin', 
With my white shirt-collar round my chin. 

" llien m step out and off to chapel. 
And eat a plate of stirabout ' — 

Charley. — ^I think, Pat, you might as well take your 
breakfast before you start They don't provide refireshment 
at the chapeL 

Pat NeU, — ^And sure so I will Didn't I say as much 
in the ballad) Jlrs. Eoche, will you tell that ignorant 
boy to hold his tongue 1 

' And when Fm kneelin* in the chapel 
As pious as any boy can be^ 
The f ennle giris, while they're zpdin' 

Their ' Poor Man's Manual^^peepe at me. 

WUh my good new pair cf leathern, crmAert. 
And my new $hirt collar ^rammd aiy dutt." 

Charley. — ^Ah, Pat, for decency's sake, keep the crackers 
more out of sight, and so many female ffiiis listening v: 
yon. 
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Pat Neil. — Blast ! blow ! eink ! and awim ! tund] 
fire ! Mrs. O'Brien, if you don't make them scrul 
world hold their tongues, I'll go mad and break 
I'll set the bouse afire; I'll knock the cat on thi 
I'll walk off and sleep at the millj and then see h 
you'll look at mass next Sunday with all the people 
about you. Can't you wList, you tame nagurs 1 'i 
wallopera ! and not he putting me song out of mi 
and then maybe it's the back of her hand Miss Na: 
be giving me. 

' With mj good ' — 

" No, no : I said that before. I wasn't able to 
next versa in rhyme ; but it tells how I walked 
Cnlleton'a after Mass, and found the big pot full c 
and cabbage on the tire that was enough to roast 
and the goose turning on the spit, but Pll got 
Quigly to put jingles on it. 



WiA my good tuiB pair,' ^.. 4c- 
J< ~ 

Puroaj 



' ' How m jou, Pat,' aavs nice Misa Nitnoy, 
■" ' heiirty, Mr- ' ' 



you don't 
It's for your Bake I'll aurely die. 
For the nuudi) ia like the summer moming 

When Che meadows ohineB with dew. 
And If yoa don't combine to love me, 
It's on thia flag T'll die for you. 

With my good new pair, 4c., ^. 

" So when she sees there's only one tMng — 
To be my bride or Bee me dead. 
She puts her hands' 

" Easy t how does the rest go 1 She puts her hai 

she puts . How'll I bring in the kiss t 

Charley. — This way, Pat — 

" She pata fter hands behind the pot-rack, 

l^es out the tonga, nnd breaks your head. 

Wi& your good nta pair," 4e., 4^, i 

Charley was sitting in a state of false security 
side of the fire ; Pat on the other in the recess ; ai 
the latigh Traa bloating tiom ftia ^nvni -^eia tA Vti^^i 
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ess, Paf 8 wattle descended on the upper horizontal line of 
Charley's thigh, producing sach a disagreeable shock that 
le involuntarily sprang up, and tumbled across the hearth. 
Elis body described a curve, bearing down in its descent 
Pat and his cudgel, the form, and all that sat on it. Their 
»fforts, when laid low, to set themselves to rights once more, 
Zlharley*s defeat, Pat's objurgations, and the eccentric 
lourishes of his cudgel, produced such roars of unreason- 
ng merriment among the non-sufiferers that anything like 
rational conversation was out of the question for some 
uinutes at least. 

Mn, Roche, — Silence, every mother's son of you ! It's 
ittle you deserve that Mr. Keil should be wasting his 
poetry on such thankless people. Maybe if it was Billy 
bhe Bowl you had, you'd pay him more respect ; and he 
mch a glutton, and never thinking of anything but 
cramming himsell Ah ! he hasn't the decent drop in 
fiim that you have, Pat ; and could no more make a song 
khan he could fly. Dr. Eyan [the Bishop of Ferns] used 
!;o give him a penny every morning as sure as the day 
3ame ; and dirty Billy managed to keep himself alive with 
bhe penny loaf, and three or four other windfalls, till din- 
ner time. At last one Ash Wednesday the bishop went 
X) the chapel without thinking of Billy, or leaving his 
penny for him. So when he came as usual, and found his 
patron away, and no penny to the fore, he thought the 
world was come to an endl After a while he considered 
that he might as well call to the chapel (Enniscorthy 
3athedral) and see what luck he'd have. When he hobbled 
bhere, he found the bishop putting the blessed ashes on 
bhe people's foreheads, and he sat quiet for a while, till at 
Last he began to think that the ceremony would never 
Bome to an end. It was over at last, but Billy got no 
relief for Dr. Ryan then began to preach to the congre- 
gation. No one need expect much devotion from the likes 
of Billy ; but somehow he was cowed, and did not make 
any display for a while. At last his hunger got furious • 
he began to think that his inside would be all gone, and 
that he'd fall in a augw on one of the big diamond-shaped 
fla^ of the Boot. So, while the sexmoii ^^i^ wi ^s^^ ^\j^^ 
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and no sign of etopping, he roared out at long and at last, 
' Ah, then ! Dr. Ryan adntdh ! will you atop scouldin' the 
poor people, and come down, and gire me my penny!' 
Some one that was nigh landed him out, giving him ^ 
penny inside the chapel to atop his thi'oat, and a good clont 
when he had hira on the ^n^ng aide of the building ; but 
T promiae you that the bishop never went again to lie 
thapel, Sunday or holiday, without first providing for lis 
pensioner. 

By the time Mrs. Roche li.id finished her etory, Pat, to 
whose vanity she had ao cunningly administered, wa* irf 
the best possible good humour ; and, to requite her, he 
began to expatiate on the figure, strength, and bravery of 
her brothers in " ninety-eight." On this point our strong- 
armed matron was as easily led hy the noae as Pat himBeft 

Joanna. — Pat, thatoldsagacioYis fox of a father-in-law of 
yours will shake salt on your tail in regard of the fortune he 
ought to be giving you with Miss Nancy, and if I was yon, 
Pat, I'd keep my eyea open. Did you ever think of the fine 
hahit-shirta, and silk mohair gowns, and calameeTica petti- 
coats yon'Uhavetobe haying for your grand wife ; aye, and 
nordovan half boots, and silk stockings, and a broadcbtb 
riding habit, and an oi/stfr's feather, I think they call it, to 
put in her beaver hat, and a side- saddle to match ; for she'll 
not be satisfied to sit on a pillion behind you, going to Mas,' 
or market. Then yourself will have to buy a hunter 
and top-boota, and I don't see how you will ever be ablf 
to coax a boot on your poor foot; and I think you will 
look rather eharooie when the buckeena of strong farmere' 
aona will meet you at the fairs, and force Mrs. NeQ into a 
tent or a hotel to treat her to a bottle of claret or a tumbla 
of punch, and leave yourself abroad to mind the horseg. 
Why, man, I don't think twenty pounds a year will stand 
Buch extranity ; and maybe your proud wife cock-crowing 
over you at home, and cursing the day you came to court 
her, 

' With your good new pair of what d'ye-catl-eiiiB.' 

Pat. — I toll you, Miaa Joanna Lacy, I wont be cowed by 
your insinuationa. I'U. niake the old boy shell out the 
gtiineas before I put tW tin^oii.'iSi?&"^BSL'i'j't¥ai'^j^-,t.'A 
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if sl^e daar cut them gaaches you speak o^ I think I can 
handle a kippeen as well as another neighbour's child ; 

and 

Joanna. — ^But, Pat, he careful about the fortune. Take 
a knowing blackman with you, or you'll be gamhoozled 
like a cousin of mine that once went courting a farmer's 
daughter 

' That liyed oonTaynient to the Isle of Man.* 

Oh, bother the song, I mean convenient to Boss Droit. 
The girl's father said he'd give her a good penny of money 
on her wedding-day ; yes, and a couple of special good 
strippers (milch cows) over and above. Well, my fine 
gawm of a cousin lets himself be persuaded, and the day 
after the wedding, the old rogue of a father walks into the 
room where the young couple were discoursing of their 
happiness ; and he opens a towel that he held in his hand, 
and says, * Rti-yee (Rory), I promised you a good penny with 
Mauyeen there ; here is as bright and as good a penny as 
you will see in a kish of brogues ; I laid it up this many 
a year, and if you can find a better pair of strippers [curved 
chisels for stripping off bark], than them,', says he, throw- 
ing the tools on the table, * I'll give you lave to pull my 
nose before the congregation.' 

Pa^.T— Ah, may ould Harry run to Lusk with him, the 
roguish thief of a naygur ! but I wont be bited that way. 
I'll see the money counted and safe in my pocket before I 
say a word of the marriage ceremony. 

Joanna. — But, now in earnest, Pat, wouldn't it be better 
to take some poor neighbour's child, such as myself, that 
wouldn't be above dressing your foot, and working for you, 

even supposing you were to buy a sh . I mean a 

woman's shirt for me. 

Pat. — I'm obleeged to you, Joanna, for your decent prt.>- 
posal ; but I must have one week of launa-vauya, and 
plenty of money for it. I'll sit in Mrs. Hand's parlour, 
and treat every man, woman, and child that goes by for a 
whole week ; and we'll have a bonfire, and a big barrel of beer 
on two big stones ; and wont they ciy out, *Hurraw for 
Pat Neil !' And when my first wife dies, Joanna, and Til 
have lashina of money, maybe I woul T^mstc^aet ^ftTsx'^^^^ 
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that didn't tlunk themaelTQS too good for me when I vras 

Joanna. — Indeed, Mr. Neil, I never said a. worse word 
of you behind your back than that you were a quiet, decent 
boy when you were asleep. 

The evening's businesB having happily reached this 
point, Mrs. Koche Buggeated that they should endeavour 
to make up for the want of harmony felt during the liist 
two or three hours. " Charley," said ehe, " in punish- 
ment for your interruption of Mr, Neil's melody, I 
lay my injunction on you to sing the beat song in youi 
collection," 

" I was only waiting for tlie wind of the word, ma'am," 
said he, " I'll sing you a song which I think has come to 
lis ftom England with other things — some better and eome 
worse, I learned it from a servant hoy that was bom 
under the hill of Caniros.=i, between Clonrocbe and Taghmi 
It has a very fine aii if I could only master it. Ton m^ 
call it 



" The wheat md the ije thej are turned out of nhoot. 

The blickbirds and thrushes are changing tiieir notes. 
The fields and the nieadowa have got a green coat. 

And love ia the eauae of my folly,. 

' ' The week before Easter Vhe moon did shine low, 
And I to my falsa love a courting rlid go, 
Where the young men and maidens did make a great show 
About me and m; false-hearted lover. 

" When I saw my love aa she sat at tbe meat, 
I sat dowa beside her but nothing could eat ; 
I loved her sweet company better than meat, 

But since she hsH wed with another. 

" Wlien I saw my love and she dressed all in white. 
She looked Kbe an angel — she daxzled my sight ; 
I took np my hat and I wished her good night. 

And adiua to the false-hearted lady, 

" The nejt time I saw my love in the church stand, 
The ring on her finger, iier lore by the hand, 
And now she's got nuBUtnn of tioawA aiid Isjida, 

AnA ailieM to 1113 \aise one. ^sb m™. 
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** The last time I saw my loTe in the church bow. 
Her brideemidds around her, they made a great show ; 
I kissed her soft hand, though my heart it was low. 

And after fell into a fever. 



*' And now dig my grave both long, wide, and deep, 
A stone at my head, and a sod at my feet, 
And there lay me down to take my last sleep, 

And adieu to my darling for ever !" 

Charley then laid his commands on Joanna, who sang 
he following piece, and her sweet voice was in this in- 
tance well aided by a charmingly plaintive air. The 
)aUad is of an abrupt character, which we have made nu 
attempt to soften. 

"MOLLY BAWH. 

" Come all you young fellows that follow the g^un, 
Beware of late shooting at the set of the sun. 
With her white apron round her she looked like a fawn. 
But alas to my grief, 'twas my own Molly Bawn t 



(( 



He ran to his unde with the gun in his hand. 
Saying, * Unde, dear uncle, I scarcely can stand ; 
My curse on you, Tony, that lent me your gun, 
To go a late uiooting at the set o' the sun 1 

« * IVe a story to tell you which happened of late ; 
I loved Molly Bawn, and her beauty was great, 
But Fve shot my true lover, — alas, Fm undone, 
While she sat in the shade at the set of the sun. 



« 



' I rubbed her fair temples, and found she was dead. 
And a fountain of tears for my darling I shed, 
A fountain of tears there I wept bitterly, — 
So soon to be married to my darling Molly ! 

<< ' And now TU be forced by the laws of the land. 
For killing my darling, my trial to stand. 
Oh I sad was the hour when 1 aimed at the fawn. 
And rU mourn till I die for my dear Molly Bawn. 



i«i 



The company were silent for some time after Joanna had 
leased, for they were really enthralled in some degree by 
he sentiment of the ballad, and by the fine air and the 
roice which had made the most of it. Indeed, the poor 
ongatreaa herself was in tears at tliQ concimon^ so that 
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to conceal her emotion she made an unsuccesBful attempt 
at a lavigh, and called on Bryan, 'who sang the egi^oiu 
-litty of the Bed-HaiTtd Mam'a Wifi, with which we shall 
not tronble our readers. 

When Pot, and Bet, and Shan were shown to their heds 
in the etahle-loft and the hum, greater room waa mads 
^iljout the big hearth, ^nd with the diminishing of the 
company the conversation assumed a more serious character 

"How little relish," s«d Mr. Eoche, "could wehaTefoi 
an evening's relaxation liJie this, and what faint hopes wa 
would have for the future well-heing of our chiliiien, if 
those under whom we live were of the class who thiwf 
away money like slates, to cut a figure among the great 
people in London, or indulge in vioioos courses. When 
such people are pinchedj they must urge their agents to 
squeeze money out of the tenants ; and we would be 
iihliged to work like slaves, half starve ourselves, wear bad 
clothing, and all merely for leave to live and toil to enable 
our tyronte to make a laughing-stock of themselves befors 
their grand foreign acquaintance." 

The conversation wandered from one suhject to another 
till it came to a comparison of the respective mraits of 
(;atholic and Protestant landlords; country people, hb ' 
some city folk, being rather addicted to draw general cou- 
clusions from individnal facta. At this point Chatlej 
remarked : — " Talking of Protestants and Catholies, you'll 
pardon me when I say that when a Catholic is bad he ia 
the very devil himself, and if he happens to he landlord ot 
agent, God help the tenants ! My people once lived on 
the estate of a gentleman who employed as agent the 
representative of one of our old Anglo-Norman families, 
who was himself a Catholic in profession. Oh, dear! , 
himself and his son and daughter — how well they under- 
stood the science of extracting duty fowl, duty eggs, dntj 
days, duty everything from the wretches over whom they 
tyrannised ; and how well bound and gilt were their 
prayer books on Sundays ! All these fine things, however, 
can't keep the breath in a man when his day arrives. Th? 
head of the family died -, a,nd the owner of the estate still 
thoaghi all was right, as lie W-A^-iaxi cii tx^> ^iJiSiOi'acAfcw 
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complaints of any kind. It would be a ticklish thing to 
complain of an agent who understood the principle of the 
screw so welL Still, as the landlord laboured under the 
impression that he had received very little from that part 
of his estate for a long time, he asked to see the late agent s 
accounts ; but whether it was owing to a want of mider- 
standing between the son and daughter of the late agent, 
or to an incorrect way of keeping the books, or the non- 
production of some of them, or the gentleman's want of 
practice, or a mixture of these causes, he came out of the 
examination more confused than when he began it. At 
length he got a bright idea. Taking his son along with 
him, and installing himself in his late agent's office-chair, 
he summoned the tenants to meet him there and tlien. 

* Darby Toole,' said he, * you have paid no rent for seven 
years : do you call that a mark of industry or honesty ]' 

* Please your honour, I don't owe a farthing but the gale 
due last March.' * Show me your receipts, Darby.* * Here 
is all I have to shew, please your honour ;' — and his honour 
is occupied for fifteen minutes in examining pencil memo- 
randums and remarks which do not bear out Darb/s 
assertion by any means, nor are marked with a government 
stamp in any instance. Other perplexed individuals suc- 
ceeded to Darby, and all gave most circumstantial evidence 
of punctuality in handing over the money without getting 
the ordinary acknowledgment in exchange. 

" After getting a splitting headache from this unaccus- 
tomed labour, and after not getting the least insight into 
the real state of matters between himself and his tenants, 
he and his heir walked home and took their dinner. 
When it was over, and he found himself^ if not more 
enlightened, at least more disposed to look at disagreeable 
things with an unruffled mind, he thus addressed his son : — 

* It is of no use, I see, to disturb ourselves father in this 
business. The probability is, that the rents have been 
paid with some degree of punctuality, and it is too late 
now to begin to act the tyrant. We are not accustomod 
to the part, and would perform it badly, and get no applause 
from the spectators. Give every one of these people, ex- 
cept the notonoualy lazy or careleaa, a t^^w^\. W ^\\V5^ \\^ 
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year ending in March last, and then we wiil commence 
anew. This is a good leeaon for your future guidance in 
the relation between yonr agent and yonraelf. I am sure 
that you will nrsver remove from the estate a worthj' 
industrioua family ; and if you are plagued with a vieious 
or idle one, pnrchaae their departure at any price. Above 
all, be your own agent, at least until you get a thoroughtj 
honest, judicious, and considerate man to fill the office.' " 
During these days of hurry and eveningB of relasotion 
Tom and his brisk partner joked and sparred as usual 
On his hinting that it would be just the right thing for 
themselves to get married on the Barae day with tbeii 
young master and mistress, Joanna put a very decided veto 
on the motion. She said it would be quite time enongli 
when they could get a few acres of land, and a cow and 
some sheep ; that he must continue to lay up aa fast aa he 
could, for fear that it' he turned out lazy she might be 
tempted to throw him aside for some httle budget oft 
farmer that would Lave the land, and the stock, and U , 
forth. , 



CHAPTER XLII. 

AT LAS1 ! 

The morning of the eventful day saw few loiterers in bed. 
Whatever care had been already taken to have parlour, 
kitchen, bed-rooms, and bawn in neat order, night had 
intervened, and brought duet and displacement in its I 
company ; and new cares were needed to put a new Sun I 
on things, as even the most cleanly and precise persM 
must occasionally wash his face and hands. On^ of Joan- 
na's chief cares was to get the breakfast for herself and tbe 
labourers. This consisted of stirabout and milk — an enttr- 
tainment simple in preparation, but liable to be spoiled by 
unskilful hands. A pot proportioned to the number of 
expectant mouths being three-fourths filled with wat*r, 
was set over the turt' fire until it came to the lioiL Theo 
Joanna, dipping her Eat, weU-fonued hand into a wooden 
or deli't diih fidl ol oatmeai, aji4 a iiifiiSia\so\ ^^ irai.'i,, "\!i. ^ 
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spill gently thiougli her fingers into the boiling water, 
Btining the mass with the potstick, a model of clean white 
wood. She continued to let fall fistful after fistful, and to 
stir the mass Yigorouslj till all was uniformly blended. 
Lovers of this particular eatable would sit and look with plea- 
sure, as thick-skinned bubbles perpetually rose and burst 
«dth a hushed noise. Joanna would leave the fire-side for 
kalf a minute or so, to put a needful hand to one thing or 
anothei; and then return to the fire, and give an additional 
liizi. llie exact moment of projection being arrived, known 
mly to housekeepers worthy of the name, one of the men 
tifiked oft the pot, and the boiling and steaming stirabout 
waa poured into sundry dishes and plates arranged in 
symmetrical order on the kitchen table. 

l^ow, had Joanna put in her meal while the water was 
stLD. cool, or had she not attended to the needful agitation, 
she and her fellow consumers would have had to breakfast 
m a composition resembling either tough paste or freestone. 
Bat, treated as it had been by her skilful hands, it was a 
most palatable and wholesome breakfast for those who, 
with pewter or iron spoons, and noggins filled with good 
milk, began to assail it when it was cOoled down to the 
proper point 

A certain etiquette was evident among the feasters. 
Ee or she who either was, or wished to be thought polite 
it the breakfEust-table, did not use his spoon in peeling 
^e colder skin from off the surface. No, no : he made 
I small insertion in the edge next to him, and went on 
temperately enlarging the breach " till thirst and hunger 
3eased." 

There was no time allowed this morning for dawdling 
dver the breakfast table. As Father Furlong was expected 
it ten o'clock to perform the binding ceremony of matri- 
tnony, all appearance of eating and drinking was soon 
removed. The cows and horses were led or driven out to 
their pastures, but no labour was done on the farm more 
bhan absolute need required. 

Neighbours began to drop into the bawn by twos and 
threes, Mr. and Mrs. Eoche among the number, dressed in 
their Sundaj's best, the lady weamg a i^m oi\S£^X«Gfi^^ds^^ 
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the gentleman a pair of steel bueklea at the knees of his 
smallclotheH, thus Betting off h.ia home-made gray woollen 
Blockings and his dark cordnioja. There was still no 
appearance of the bridegroom, biit no one expected him flo 
early. The neighbouring farmers' wives, as they dropped 
in, turned into the parlour, or contented themselves with 
a seat on the settle in the kitchen, or some of the otkr 
hard seats, and chatted with Mrs. O'Brien aa ahe superin- 
tended the baking of thick wheat cakes on the hngegnddK 
A few young friends of the bride were admitted to ha 
bower. It is probable that they were of some service thm 
in the way of advice and encouragement to their sister on 
the subject of the perilous voyage she was just undertaking 
and which they hoped or feared should be tried by them- 
selves some day. However, this is only a conjectort^ u 
no one dared even approach the door but Mrs. O'Srifiii 
herself. 

Here was the goal just won for which Theresa had 
wished and sighed, and was she happy ! She was flushed 
and nervous, and had not leisare to answer the quo- 
tion. She looked on her brideniaids perhaps as so maiij 
priestesses, with their garlands, and their salt, and theii 
meal, to hang round her neck, and throw upon her head, i 
and herself as the victim destined for the forthcomiBg ■ 
sacrifice ! How could she endure the eyea of so many peo- 
ple intent upon her while a prey to auch anxious emotion! ^ 
Then the notion of a change in her domestic life, from her | 
mere lieutenancy under her mother's rule to the manage- ' 
ment of a large fiirm-houae and its appurtenances ! Oh,it L 
all could be broken off or deferred for a year or two ! But j 
she soon banished these unwelcome thoughts, and the very 1 
idea of her tried, truthful lover having gone away, or being 
sick or dead, brought back the full consciousness of her 
love. She bethought how much he and she had endured 
that this day might arrive ; she nerved herself for the trial, 
but anxiously wiahed that a day or two of her life were 
passed over, and that ahe and her husband were walk- 
ing quietly together in the paddock. 
L Word was now brought b^ the happy and anxiuM 
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>tlier that the priest had been just seen coming down th 
id, and so while the interior of the house was tolerably 
e from the presence of men they left the room — Mrs. 
Brien kissing her daughter affectionately, and leading the 
ly through the kitchen. On entering the parlour, they 
ind the table covered with a snow-white cloth, and gay 
th. its cups, saucers, teapot^ &c. The chairs were arranged 

the wall, and the half dozen young girls took their 
its, and in a flutter of expectation strove to give cou- 
▼e to Theresa, all the while examining the dresses 
each other, for fear of any defect or negligence being 
parent to the common enemy. Mr. O'Brien and his 
a, who had made his appearance the day before with a 
rewom expression of face, had been all this time 
iployed receiving their neighbours, and their neighbours* 
mpliments ; the conversation straying from the subject 

liand to the prospect of the crops, and the price of 
btle ; and the attention of the younger fellows occa- 
»iially distracted by the mention of dances, fairs, and 
'eethearts. 

The conference was interrupted by the apparition of 
ither Furlong riding down the road. Hats were raised, 
id salutations made as he rode into the yard and dis- 
ounted, and very lucky it was that Pat Neil was by to 
ke charge of the tricksy animal who had already begun 

lay down her ears at the sight of unknown faces. 

The priest shook hands cordially with the chief person- 
;es, including Bryan and his aide-de-camp, Charley Eed- 
ond. These were asked by a comic guest, whether they 
id dropped from the big ash that overshadowed the bawn 
ite, or had stolen out of the cowhouse, for no one had 
sen aware of their presence a minute before. After some 
Lsjointed remarks and rejoinders, Father James made a 
Lotion that they might as well set about the business that 
ad brought them all there, and he led the way to the 
oor. He was divested of his hat and great coat in the 
)rt of haU, and was cordially welcomed by the good 
latron of the household. He then entered the parlour 
ith his convoy in his wake, and smilingly shook 
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hands with the bride and her damsda, who were as fine a 
Bight aa eould te presented by youth and rustie beantj, 
and uosullicd white silk and muslin. 

Theresa and her brideinaida had their blauk, brown, or 
golden hair wound at the back of the head, just ae Miuervs 
or Venus bad hen, with the addition of & tortoiae-sheU 
comb to keep the gordjon-knot tirm. All the young girls 
were well lookicg ; but none eould be said to seem at eitss 
iu the presence of priest and people. Though the bride 
was Bufiering from, the Qinbarrassmont natural to her fdhu- 
tion, she showed none of that shyness arising from otm. 
weening self-esteem which is so unpleasant to witnett 
She was endowed with a pleasing manner, partly nstiu^ 
and partly acquired, and did not cause any one in corapanj 
to be pained by her embarrassmont. 

In those far-remoTcd times and remote comers, nothing 
resembling the publication of banns had been dreamed o£ 
Bryan and Theresa had been at confession and commouiaD 
the previous Sunday, and all the questions now proposed 
by the priest as to the existence of impediments were madt 
as matter of form. Father Purlong did not allow suflicieni 
time for an air of restraint to enTstop his company. Tbe 
candles were soon lighted, and he liimaelf with his siule 
thrown over his head, and the ends hanging before him, 
stood opposite Bryan and Theresa, who, standing side bj 
side, and flanked by bridesman and brideauiaid8,and falheiE 
and mothers, were now prepared for those questions and 
anawora, and blessings, which were to secure them to each 
other for life. At this point Theresa was surprised to find 
herself so courageous and self-possessed ; she felt only as 
agreeable sensation of awe. The near presence of the one 
to whom she had been so long attached, and who hml 
given such strong proofs of devoted attachment to heiself, 
seemed to have infused a strange calm and strength. She 
gave her troth, and received his, and found her finger 
enciicled by a ring which Bryan had so auxioiisly fltwd 
beforehand to her taper finger, and the outspoken part of 
tha function being over, all knelt in silent prayer ; and at 
the conclusion Father Furlong bade Bryan kLa his nik 



AT LAST. 349 

order wliicli lie obeyed at the moment, lest Charley, or 
' other young fellow, should anticipate him. 
laving been, during a peiiod of our country experience, 
assistant at many rustic weddings, we have witnessed 
le trifling irregularities, which, if we were merely de- 
^bing things as they ought to be, we would suppress. 
) have seen one rogue, as soon as the permission was 
Bn, pulling the bridegroom back, and his confederate 
Lng the first salute to the angry bride, and the company 
7 slightly sympathising in the mortification of the 
trly-married man. However, one triumph of poetical 
bice must not be omitted. Tarquin the First had planted 
iself on one side of the bride ; Tarquin the Second, on 

other side of the bridegroom ; at the signal, each niade 
barge sideways ; but Pat, skilfully and swiftly drawing 
rgy back, the Tarquins First and Second merely knocked 
ir foreheads *against each other, so that the concussion 
3 fearful to witness. Now Bedmond was audacious 
»ugh for anything, but he was aware of Bryan's tremen- 
18 strength, and besides he had previously threatened 
bialf murder him if he was not a good boy. 
^ter that little crowning act, and when all got to their 
t, there was great shaking of hands, and many good 
ihes were offered for the happiness of the young couple. 

a novel, the bride would be in and out of the arms of 
) seniors, and much kissing and weeping would be en- 
red, and perhaps one or two of the bridesmaids be mis- 
:en for the bride in the confusion ; but Irish country- 
k, if a little more liberal in displaying their emotions 
in English of the same rank, present no such scenes as 
> witnessed on the Continent and in our own theatres, 
len the tender emotions of the common people or their 
)resentatives are excited. 

But now the genial bustle began for breakfast. Files 
hot griddle-baked wheaten cakes, and wheaten loaves 
ked in a pot with coals laid on the lid, and all well 
ttered inside, barn-bracks, and other varieties of the staff 
life, were handed round on plates to the score of favoured 
ests that had possession of the parlour. Bedmond made 
nself useful ; so did young O'Brien *, so did «k <!.q\^V^ ^1 
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the bridosmaids, donning aprons for the octasion; but 
Joanna was the fat Hehe in chief who diffused g^etj uid 
smiles among tho guests. Bryan was graciously permitted 
to sit nest lua bride. Father Furlong laughed at any good 
local jest that was horn of the occasion, and contributed i 
few himself. One or two of the younger portion of the 
company afterwards acknowledged that when they got 
somewhat rid of their shyness, it all appeared like tbe 
garden of Eden. 

Among the aaaembled friends were good-natured PeggJ 
Kavanagh, and the no less good-natured Tom QuigSj, sni 
his very conacientioua and respectable but self-complacent 
brother Jem ; likewise Dr. Kelly. Even Billy Droaghso 
was a welcome guest in the kitchen ; and he and Ton 
looked rather foolish at each other for a moment after their 
nervous ehake-handa ; but there was neither time dw 
place for indulging remorse. All was cheerfulness ronni 
them, and thedr negligence had not had that evil result il 
might have produced, if worldly things were at the dispos"! 
of mere chance. Had we our own will, we would devote 
about a hundred pages to all the rustic wit^ and wisdom, 
anddroliery, and absurdity that took place. But the nW' 
rioge ao happily brought about has satisfied the wel- ' * 
minded reader, and the pages would not be I'ead, and iht ' ' 
future fortunes of Edwojd could not be brought into a I ^ 
small a compass as can now be afforded. So we leave the ' 
hundred wise, and witty, and jocular aayinga unreported, ' 
and proceed to wind up our narrative. ( j 

At last the breakfast was over, and the tea equipage re- ' 
moved, and conversation, both general and in groups, pp> 
ceeded, while Mrs. O'Brien produced the bride-cake lately ! 
arrived from the oven of an Enniscorthy artist, and some 
decanters of port and sherry. Ohl Bacchus and Aglae! , 
Some young boy and girl will now taste wine for the first 
time, and every girl will carry home a piece of the bride- 
cake to inspire her dreams the ensuing night, as it lies 
under her pillow wrapped in its silver paper. So the 
priest sliced away, and the glasses were filled, and tie 
healths of the newly-mairied couple were proposed by the 
priest, and a tireaome pew. cS. te^'amftivj "«wi\iiSQiA*&.'^ 
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LO or other of the older guests, who, not content with 
.dressing Father Furlong and the heads of the two houses, 
id the young couple, would bow to every one at the 
ble. Ah, what would not " Sir Epicure Mammon " give 

find the same flavour of ambrosia and nectar in his 
ke and wine, which our young friends found in theirs 
at day 1 

It is not to be supposed that Joanna, and Tom Sweet- 
ui, and their fellows were passed over. Thoy likewise 
t their glass of wine and their piece of bride-cake, and 
ey drank to the happiness of their young master and 
[stress from the bottom of their souls, and all except 
»anna returned to the kitchen rejoicing. 
It may be objected by the learned in this kind of lore, 
at the family breakfast in parlour and kitchen should 
,ve been taken before the marriage ; and that after the 
remony, which usually occurred about noon, nothing was 
broduced but the cake and the wine. Be it so : we grant 
at such a state of things might have prevailed in their 
3ality. Let them be convinced that what is here set 
ivm is founded on fsust. 

But the clergyman has other parochial duties of a less 
easant nature to discharge, and he shakes hands all round, 
peats his blessing over Bryan and Theresa, and receives 
8 horse from the hands of Pat Neil, who is not the least 
ippy of the company collected that day. The bridegroom 
id bride, accompanied by young O'Brien, Charles Eed- 
ond, and a couple of other young friends — say Mr. 
jras and Mr. Cloanthus, and the happy white-arrayed 
oidens — are permitted to take a walk through paddocks 
id pastures, and along the paths near fences. And 
!yan has Theresa to himself, and Theresa has Bryan 

herself, and the rest, walking in twos and threes, have 
ct enough not to interrupt the interesting subject on 
bich they are employed, except when stiles and other 
cidents of the promenade intervene. 
But how shall we in suitable strains recount the labours 
the matron, of Joanna, and the other assistants in getting 
e mighty dinner prepared by half-past two o'clock 1 Yet 
it was. At the large kitchen fiie, stu^ ^\» «Jia^i!cia\. \S!l -j^ 



3^3 THE DANS8 OP THE BOEO. 

out-honBe, were boiled mighty masses of bacon and vtuto 
cabbage of BDcb quality as a Dublin or London citiisn 
may perhaps taste once in a lifetime, quartera of beet ™^ 
legs of mutton ; and before the roaring turf-fires (shaL wc 
ever sit at a genuine turf-ftre again 1) were roaat«d fowl and 
ribs of beef, whilst potsfull of potatoes — the wholesome, 
palatable potato — were not forgotten. 

At the appointed houi named, about a score of people | 
were once more occupying the parlour j and Mrs. Rochs 
and Mrs. O'Brien carved vigorously at the heads of ths 
two tables, and Kedmond and the bridegroom did their 
duty at the other ends, and erery one was helped rather 
too plentifully ; and what with the number of people 
collected, and the etcam arising from the hot viands, m 
should be far from wishing a chair at the hospitable board, 
were it not for the open ijont windows, and the availabk 
draughts of excelleut home-brewed beer that was plentifnllf 
supplied from japanned can or jug of earthenware. Besida, 
the room was reasonably long and wide, and the ceiling 
was not very low. 

There was good cheer in the kitchen. Joanna expected 
as mndi happiness when the faithful Tom Sweetman should 
be her swoni slave, as she now wished her kind yonnf 
mistress. Tom, being guest, was royally treated, and greai 
enjoyment ruled the big dinner-table. Some beggars, and 
the half-witted strollers known to the readers, were happj 
in their way in an outhouse, the kitchen being for Ihi 
moment too crowded to receive them ; but Pat Neil haJ 
the privilege of the chimney-corner, nor did he show liini- 
self unworthy of the favour. Many a laugh did he extil* 
among the feaaters by his peculiar notions on housekeeping 
on the moral virtues, and the general fitness of thin^ 
" No Christian," he observed, " should be without meat in 
his house at Chriatmas, and Easter, and Sra/t (Shrove-tideji 
and St. Martin's night ;" and then he illustrated the pre- 
cept by the example given On the evening of the conspiracj 
in Back-lane. Joanna being released from her duties ia 
the parlour for a moment, observed to him, " Pat, I'm 
suie yoa were at many weddings at poor Father James't,'' 
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'' Indeed I was, and often I got ashamed of some o' 
lie young women — they're impedenter sometimes nor the 
nen." 

"They'd need it now and then," said Joanna. " I was 
kt Mark Goiman's wedding, and if the woman was half the 
m^uch that he was the omadhauniy they'd never be man 
ind wife. Says the pnest, * Mark, you'll repeat the words 
fter me.' * I will, sir,' says Mark. This was in Father 
li.'s own parlour, and all the neighbours standing by. 
Then says the priest, * Will you, Mark Gorman, take this 
roman/ mentioning her name, 'for your lawful wife ]* 
nd the answer he got was, 'Will you, Mark Gorman, take 
his woman, so-and-so.' 'But,* says the priest, 'you're 
lot to repeat the questions.' Says Mark, ' You*re not to 
epeat the questions.* Well, this time Father M was a 
Lttle vexed, and says he, ' Upon my word, Mark, you're 
LO better than an ass,' and poor Mark said the very same 
rords after Imn. I declare to you I don't know how they 
ot him at last to make the right answer, but I know it 
irould be weU for the barony of Bantry if all the witty 
dllows in it were as quiet, and honest, and pious as poor 
iark, for all that.*' 

When the feast was over, the youthful folk renewed 
heir happy promenade, in the course of which it may be 
:aessed that some future solemnity had its origin. The 
eniors contented themselves with shorter excursions, and 
Irs. O'Brien took the opportunity of their absence to let 
. thorough current of air through kitchen and parlour, 
rhich were now cleared of the relics of the dinner. 

Before all had returned in the evening, some to whom 
he sound of fiddles and dancing feet was rapture, had 
eadied up the bam, getting any odd sheaves up into a 
omer, and fitting candles into cleft sticks and other mis- 
ellaneous contrivances fixed pretty high in the wall, 
^ome few chairs and stools were arranged near one end for 
he elder people, and blind Neddy Martin the fiddler, and 
. piper whose name has escaped us. At the proper time 
hese worthies got their tea in the kitchen with Joanna, 
?om Sweetman, and the other inmates, and in the parlour 
vere seated the hridal party, wlio wero svxm^a:^ ^\^iigM^\^ 
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every one mercilessly qnLszing the bridegroom i 
not alert in waiting on the bride and the brideam 
When tea was over, and the contents of a migl 
punch brewed by the hands of Mrs. O'Brien 
circulate, theie was much pleasant talk set aC 
many healths drunk (the CastlehoTo family n 
neglected), and many wishes were fervently uttert 
future happiness and health of Bryan and hie brL 
conversation being on topics exclusively local, 
considered expedient to reproduce it here. We i 
omit several standing jokes, which, though they i 
present on the grin, would probably be deemed vei 
choly mirth by our readers, as they would requi 
previous instruction to be able to discover thei 
Some time being thus spent, and several smart h 
by the bridesmaids to the bachelors, in return foi 
ments, some of which were tinged with a slight in 
irony, Charley was directed by Mrs. Ifocne to 
company a verse or two. He accordingly sang tl 
making," one of those lays of which there we 
more current through our provinces thiui strict 
would approve— -woman's credulity and man's 1 
forming the theme. We will submit Charley's s 
as it happens to be the least objectionable of m 
we have had the ill-luck to hear : — 



" 'Twaa in the metiy month of May, 

When hay it was o-making ; 

And harvest time l>eiiig coming on. 

The girls were fond of railing. 



Among the assembly at 1 
t young lady and gentleman 



" When six weeks were past and gone, 

Tbiji maid she was a sighing ; 

And when six more were at an end, 

ThU maid eh« vroa b> crying. 
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She wrote a letter to her love — 

Her only joy and turtle-dove. 
To see if he would constant prove. 

And eaae her of her weeping. 

ChoirM (a mile long). 

^' He took this letter in his hand, 
He read it o*er and over ; 
He took the letter in his hand. 
And back he wrote another. 
He wrote a letter back again. 
That it might ease her of her pain : — 
' Your magic arts I do difldain — 
111 merrily play the rover.' 

Chofnu (same length). 

*^ * I have as good a pair of shoes 
As ever was made of leather ; 
1*11 cock my beaver up bdiind, 
m face the stormy weather.' 

Here an interval of a year may be supposed to occur. 

« * Now since that I have run my race. 
And cannot find a better place, 
m turn home to your sweet face — 
We'U live and die together.' ** 
Chorus (no shorter). 

Under privilege of a caU, Charley summoned one of the 
idesmaids, who gave the " Dear Irish Boy," commenting 
which, we could wish the style less inflated. We urge the 
ider to find the music, which was published some time 
out 1809, ^ sung by Miss Mountain at the Theatre, 
ow-street. Intensely hating as we do the kill-time per- 
•mance of orchestras when there is a "delay of the 
use/* we could listen to the air of this song for a long 
mmer day, even as the heroine did to the voice of — 

« THE DEAB IBIBH BOY. 

** Oh, my Connor ! his cheeks are as ruddy as morning, 

The brightest of pearls do but mimic his teeth. 
While nature with ringlets his mild brows adorning. 

His hair Cupid's bow-strings, and roses his breath. 
Smiling, beguiling, cheering, endearing. 

Together oft over the mountains we've strayed. 
With each other delighted and fondly \mi^yed^ 

I could Jiaten all day to my deax IxuS^Y^^. 
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"No roebuck more nwiftly oonld fly o'er the mountftin, 
Ho veteran bolder meet dangers and seats ; 
He's rigbtif , he's sprightly, he's clear aa the foimtain, 



His eyes aparkl 


l,>ve— eh t he'e cone to tha wara 
Smiling, beffuilmg, ^. 


The wars boing on 
I fear me that E 

Or that some crue 
And left bare to 


w over, and he not returning, 
me hidden plot has been laid, 
goddenB has him captJTated, 
monn. Ms dear Irish maid. 
Smling," ^. 



Another jonng fellow, teing laid ander geaia, gave t 
precioDB lay, Irish and English alternately. It is to lie 
hoped that the native constraction was superior to the 
version here given of — 

" I long loved my Molly, she lived in tbis pariBb ; 

Her friends they consented we married should be , 
But a doting old miser, whom age did long bnnuM, 
Beoauee he had lichea would have tux from me. 



" If you'd Bee the hobble and squabble I then was in, 
Hf thrashing my body, and at him I <iare not grin ; 
The brats o' the village they gathered about me. 
And aore were mj bones for Ms sad jealoDBy. 



" To Cork I did go, and joyoua did sport. 

In Clovne it's well known I often have been, 

In YougW, Dungarvan, and Carrick also — 
In KSkenny mj foe lived with his Mauyeen. 

I BOon found her out, but the old rogue he tatlliered n 

He gave me the rout, and soundly did wattle me ; 

For grief o' me coming, he died with vexation — 
For joy in the morning I gave hor a kiss. 

" But when in good order the eoipse was laid out. 
The women all round began lor to Ciy ; 
Some rhymed out in Iriah while others did shout. 
But divil a tesiT Qieie Aio^pBi fenn sa bs*. 
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How he'd plough, an* he*d bow, an' heM cat tuif with many 

men — 
He*d reap, an* he'd mow, till gardens, or do anything ; 
And m the due season bring home the pitaytees. 
But never Was fav'iite with woman or maid." 

lere Tom Swootman and Joanna were brought up from 
kitchen, and made to sit down, take their glass, and be 
their ease ( 1 ). This they soon were — Joanna at least, 
ng invited to the musical strife by her young master, 
gave in her fine voice Banrwufs Banks, which is not 
e produced, as it may be easily found elsewhere. Tom 
L not a spice of humour in him — ^his body was too large ; 
be gave the transcendental 

"MAD) OF SKBEEK. 

" There was a lad who loved a lass, 
Her dwelling was near Skreen ; 
Fair Flora in her beauty 

Could not equal tins fair dame. 
' This lovely maid has me ensnared, ' 

And stole my tender heart. 
By which indeed my veins do bleed ; 
rm burning with love-sick dart. 

** * When Fm alone I sigh and moan. 

And thus I often said — 
Fd conquer men or rifie (rival ?) swains, 

To gain tins lovely maid. 
Fd cross the deep without a ship 

(The mermaid would be my fnend), 
By land or say 1*11 spend my days 

Without the laste content. 

** *0\ fairest of all womankind 

That e'er my eyes did see. 
Take pity on your own true love, 

Prove kind, and marry me. 
On mossy banks and purling streams, 

I'll wander and I'll rove. 
Still raving and complaining 

For the loss of my true love.* 

" But when she heard the moans he made," 



She made answer. But we aie Slpleaa^dLm^JcLWt ^SXkx 



^^' 
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conduct, 8o tmworthy of the idea entertaiiied by her swain, 
and will here drop her acquaintanco. 

The damsel noxt enlisted sang the " Eoyal Blackbird," 
an incorrect copy of which ie accessible in eome modeni 
coUectiona. Wo intend to give it according to the 
genuine old ballad style (eight pagea ismo, price oat 
penny), some day. Bryan, oollecting his spiiitB, when lA 
torn arrived, rattled out — 

"BELLT O'EOCBKE. 

" I cut m; stick an' grazeil my brogvee 
III the Utter end nt May, sir, 
And down to Dnblin town I owue, 
Tu cut tbe corn and bay, sir. 
Hud tbe captain eight mirleeDs 
To curry me otbt to ParVgate ; 
And bof oro the ship waa half the way 
SLo went at t, terrible hard gate. 

With my yUla ma dame, and my htart k W(i 
i.nA BUly CfBoitrlit Ute boachul 

" The cftMain he >«d, ' To the bottom well go,' I 

But 1 Bsid, ' I dont ctae a fimJeo — I 

YoafMWriMdtoouTyme tijParkgate, | 

ftlil m iihIiijiiii itick to your bargun.' J 

Some teB lipotL t£^ bradi-d knees, ^ 

The btGes all were fainting, 
But I Hit down mv bread and cheese— 
I always minded the main thing." 
Chanit (aa before). 

We shall not proceed further with this selfish specimen 
of a Paddy, nor enlarge on the good fortunes of that othei 
Billy, who thus boasted so impudently of hia schooldays : 
" Och mavTone, how the girls got fond of me I 

My face on their aamfders the crathura would work ; 

For mending th«T thambstalls and writing their coines, 

They all found convajnience in Billj O'Rourke." 

Billy's Btai waa in the ascendant not only among tbe 
pupils; the very sponae of the achoolmaaterwas enthralled; 



There must have teen. «, aelfia^i, ^Iwttonoiw ori^al for 
(iiese two Billies, foT ■«« ftni O'K.efeffi.^a'SSi^ ■aSirosft,-*®!. 
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the same imamiable disposition. Bat if any other melodies 
were execated that nighty they must remain nnchronicled 
just now. 

At this time of the evening, as happened at the Wed- 
ding of Ballyporeen, a motion was made that all should 
migrate to the ham, and begin dancing under patronage of 
19 eddy Martin and his coUeagua So parlour and kitchen 
were soon empty; Mrs. O'Brien and an old woman re- 
maining behind to look after the house. 

And now, with reference to our musicians, let our readers 
discharge from their minds the image of one of our city 
minstrels crawling along with a hungry face and in seedy 
garments ; and look on Neddy's new hat, clean shirt, clean 
stockings, good shoes, blue coat, with shining brass buttons, 
and pock-marked ruddy countenance. He is easy in his cir- 
cumstances, never refuses a decent collection, but never fishes 
for one. He is partial to a drop of drink ; as there are few 
fiddlers bom with a dislike to it ; and while the bam was 
being readied up, and the candles lighted and fastened to 
the walls, he had taken a glass of his favourite whiskey. 
The music will not be the worse for it^ and the dancers' 
feet will go the livelier. 

By the time Neddy was elevated on his wooden throne, 
there were as many candidates present as the floor could 
accommodate, several unbidden guests having arrived, and 
there was no room for any thing greater than a four-hand 
reel. So all faces being kindled up with a Uvely interest, 
and all feet quivering for action, and Neddy occupied with 
rosining and tuning, Charley and Bryan made tiieir best 
bows to Mrs. Boche and Theresa. A lively air was struck 
tip by the two musicians, they took hands round, then 
retraced the figure, then crossed hands, and after a couple 
of simple evolutions "found themselves each opposite his 
own partner. The music quickened, the dancers lost their 
shyness, their feet went in lively and exact time to the 
music, the men cracked their fingers, the women, with 
hand on side or gown-skirt held out, humoured the tune 
with head and feet ; each seized his partner by the two 
hands, and round they whirled. Bryan exhorted Charley 
not to be the death of his mother, Ci\i^\^^ i»(^jcsc^ssi^^^^ 
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Bryan to mind his own business, and laughing and cheer- 
ing roae 00 all sides. "That's it, Mrs. Eoche : you're 
worth two daughter-in-laws yet. Now, Chailey, your soul, 
cut out the bridegroom ; he's after selling the pass on 

When the excitement was at its height, Mrs. Eoche, 
giving something between a scream and a laugh, seized on 
the hands of the two men, and put 'au end to the dance. 
Each performer saluted his or her partner with best bow 
or curtay ; then biking hands and facing Neddy thej 
saluted bini - and the ladies being conducted to seats of 
honour near the fiddler, the act was concluded. Congra' , 
tulationa pouted in on. Mrs. Eoche, who received them as 
graciouBly aa she could while striving to recover her 
breath. 

The two men now made their bowa to Joanna and 
another candidate, and the former operation was renewed; 
the chief merit of the performance consisting in the rapd 
and well-timed motions of the feet, the height of the occa- 
sional springs and kicks on the part of the men, the livdy 
appearance and disappearance of the young women's pumps, 
uiid the vigoroua style in which the floor was beaten. Voiy 
careful were the performers in keeping time ; for the 
fiddler, as soon as a false heat fell on his ear, would call bj 
name on the awkward performer, and criticise his or hei 
steps in a very candid and uncomphmentary style. Agile^ 
joyoua, and akilfu! muat the young dancer be whose 
spirits and movements are so truly in unison with a meny 
rapid Irish jig, as to make all the motions of the body and 
the sparkling music of the instrument aeem the production 
of a single brain and will. Joanna and the other damsel 
selected their partners for the next dance. After sundry 
repetitions of reels, jigs by a single pair were selected; 
and how the rapid and justly-timed steps coincided so well 
with the mad notes of the instruments is more than we 
will attempt to explain. 

The two staid old farmers had not joined the joyoos 
young group at the outset ; hut they were not so unmindftd 
of their youthful experiences as to des'pise or dislike the 
amuflements going lorvaid, "Kifc^ ■««% \iiteQ% %raww^ 
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lut pleasant^ over the settlement of the young couple, 
rhen who should appear before the door but ti^e young 
;entlenian of the castle and his two sisters, who had ex- 
ended their evening walk so fEur in order to honour the 
estival of their respected tenants. 

Their appearance at the barn-door brought the sitters to 
heir legs ; the blushes, and bows, and curtsies . were 
bundant ; and the dancers, executing their obeisances as 
veil as attention to the steps permitted, flounshed away 
fter a momentary pause more vigorously than ever. 
Chairs were vacated, and the jig coming to a premature 
lose, Bryan and Edward, stepping out before the two ladies, 
»egged the honour of their hands for a reel No second 
equest was needed : up they rose, and went through the 
xercise, if not with the activity of Theresa and Joanna, at 
U events with a grace and ease which charmed the most 
tupid pair of eyes in the room. They felt it not in the 
lightest degree derogatory to go through the dance with 
he two young men, who, if their sociaJ rank was lower, 
>ossessed the gifts of rectitude, good manners, purity of 
onscience, and exemption from the debasing qudities re- 
)resented by the abused term " vulgarity." 

The young gentleman went through the next reel with 
[lieresa for partner ; and then, after some pleasant conver- 
ation with sundry of the company, including the minstrel 
limsel^ and wishing Bryan and his betrothed every hap- 
)iness, they took their leave, carrying with them the 
learts of all that were left behind. Mr. Eoche and Mr. 
y Brien accompanied them a part of the way, and it is pro- 
)able that the future prospects of our young people were 
liscussed to some purpose during the walk. 

The drawback on all worldly enjoyments is that they 
je of short duration, or, if continued beyond a certain 
ime, they cease to be enjoyments. Some of the guests 
eft earlier, some later, but all were seized on as they passed 
he kitchen to take a hot glass of punch to save them from 
getting cold. It was afterwards found out that the well- 
•mened stocking had struck Joanna on the nose. There 
aust be a virtue in the ceremony, for ah^ en^OY^d tUft 
'tie of Mia, Sweetmaji before a twelvem.0TL\3DL\i«k.^^^^'^^\s^ ^ 
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And now, whatever mftj be the reader's feeling, the 
writer has arrived at the end of this wedding entertain- 
ment with regret, as it arouses him from Ma waking dream 
of old-fashioned, kindly, and hospitable people, lua once 
i'rienda and woll-wishera, and of long-vanished happy years 
spent by the banka of the river which has aiforded a tilie 
to his modest httle volome. 



NOTES. 



This worldly and unedifjiiig aaag was renified irom a literal tranR- 
lation of the Irish vefsion hj the writer^s obliging Wexford friend who 
chooses to call hiinsdfilodA.80d^fljittleHi]^). All the songs, bal- 
lads, and poetical scraps in the Tolmne are from oral sources, some the 
composition of namelfiss native poets, others, the mere nuns of laye 
introduced long since by "Rjigligli settlers. The compiler's contribu- 
tions, which he sincerely hopes may not be recognised, amount to 
about a dozen lines. 

Bloody Bridge, p. 8i. 

This sttnctnre gets its name, if tradition can be depended on, from 
a fight between the garrison of Enniscorthy and a party headed by 
tiie renowned Daniel Jonzdan, one of Sarsfield's troopers. Jourdan'B 
men being -victorious, were on the point of setting the town on fire, 
but were dissuaded by the Catholic Bishop of Ferns. 

Patriarchs, p. 117. 

A mistake lor Patriot*. If the indulgent reader detects a slight 
anachronism at this portion of the stoiy, it is scarcely worth his 
while to proclaim it at the comers of the streets. 

BdU, p. 1 19. 

Tufts of bristly hair of a conical shape, which may be still seen on 
individuals of that breed of swine to which ihe poor *""»^i in the 
lamentation belonged. 

Chopped f tune, p. 152. 

Green furze bashes are gathered by small laaidholdeTa wImol trcdh 
grasB or baj u not abundant These beang ptonesdi te^a x Vs^^ 
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woodea trough, tve wrongtit on bv two Bhaip gteel blsdea >et at ri^t 
anglffi with each otlier in tha bead of a wooden mallet, Beuig 
chopped fine, and the thoniB thug got rid at, the masB is omuidand 
palatehle hy the hard worked hones. Sumstimea the operodon ii 
pcrFoimed by an iron-studded mullet ia a atone trough. 

St. Marlin't Day, p. 161. 

A Weiford legend aaya that on one recurrenoe of tbie fotinl. 
November 1 1 , the people In all the boata pi jing about the Weifoni 
liue of boobI ware warned, by on apparition of the Saint ptdng 
along the waves, to betake themselves to the harbours. All who 
neglected the adviee periahed in a atorm that eDaued the same ai' 
Diion. In our jouth, no Wexford boat would put to aea on 
Baiut'a festiTsl, no miller would set his wheei a-goiug, no bouwiiifg 
would yoke her spinning wieeL Ocoaaionally, vrtien a goat or dmp 
was ill, and seemed Ukely to die, ita ear was sUt, and itself demted 
to St. Martin. If it recovered, it was killed and eaten on some tub- 
sequent 1 1 th of NoTember. It would nut be sold in the inlerin 
ten timca itd value, 

Pat NeiT* Ltap, p. r6». 

The oouterenoes reported as having taken plnee among Pat NdTi 
fcllow-Mufferera are here conacientioualy reported aa they oceinreil. 
Th9 faniouB leap is (jivcn. na nearly aa memory could preserve it, ia 
Pat's identical words. The nomea of the different individual! tlial 
bear any part in the story belonged in reality to their prototjpa, 
with the eiceptton of the O'Brien and Roche families, and two « 
three individuals whoae real names the compiler of the chromcli 
does not feci himaelf at liberty to reveal 

Pathtr Jamts, p. 177. 

This chapter is a contraction of one of the papera in the " LegenJt 
of Mount Leinster." Aa the moat interesting portions of that col- 
lection are intended to be republished in a sequel to the present norii 
and as their ecene lie* in the DuHVey, it seenia expedient to tranilfr 
the sketch of the good clergyman and his elyaium from that disUsI 
part of the countt; to hia own neighbourhood. 

Ined^ed Sfemmri t/ Dean Salft, p. ill. 



the Dean of St. Patrick's still conUnues to 
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Dhroghed'jfs Marek, p. 231. 

This name is more probably a corruption of Draoid, a Droid, or 
Draoidheachtf Druidic magic, than of Brogheda. That town gets its 
name from DrouMod, a bridge. 

Deers, p. 237. 

Joanna without a doubt inspected the arms in question, but not 
being well up in natural history or heraldry, made a very natural 
mistake in the names of the supporters. 

Moll the Smith, p. 250. 

This determined gossip did not in reality wield sledge or fasten 
horse-Bhoe. She merely exercised conjugal authority over the village 
artist, and had a terrible tongue of her own. Tlie expression is a 
good instance of the habit of contraction in such general use in town 
and country. The servants of the two clergymen in our neighbour- 
hood were never called any name but '* Jemmy the priest," and 
" Pat the minister.*' Bryan's house-dog enjoyed the style and title 
of Tiger Eoche, 

Woodcut at page 260. 

This figure was called the " Eight points of knavery." A curious 
reader, taking pencil in hand, and keeping his eyes intent on the 
figore, may readily delineate it without removing the point of the 
instrument from the paper. This hint may probably enable him to 
execute Dr. Kelly's problem. 

Moll Doyle and her daughtergf p. 272. 

The members of a secret society of that day, which now and then 
were heard of by their deeds, were distinguished by the above name. 
Individuals dwelling in the county of Oarlow were generally called 
on to adjust differences which occurred between landlord and tenant 
in our county. 

M, O, R, p. 326. 

The mention of this truthful and sprightly delineator of Wexford 
country life (see Irish Penny Journal, 1841) presents an opportunity 
for congratulating our native county on being the birth-place of Lady 
Wilde, Mrs. S. C. Hall, and the authoress of ** Yaxley and its Neigh- 
bourhood," " Dora Bouverie," &c. The literary world is thoroughly 
aware of the poetical gifts of Lady Wilde ; and of Mrs. Hall's excel- 
lencies as a writer of fiction it is scarcely necessary to speak. The 
authoress of ** Yaxley and its Neighbourhood," if we mistake not, 
will ere long take rank beside Mrs. (j[a&kelL and 'Nlm ^^^^^xxt^ . 
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GLOSSARY OF WORDS 

CHIEFLY DEBIVED FROM THE IRISH LANGUAGE. 

OoBBUFT expressions (not directly derived from the native language) 
whose meanings are apparent from the context, are not here ex- 
plained. Some of the explanations of proper names are conjectural. 
The writer will thankfully receive any sound information on the 
subject. The correct Irish name is placed after that which is used 
in the text. C has uniformly the hard sound of h^ and g that of g 
in got : the final e is always sounded. BK or mh is pronounced v. 
Ch has a guttural sound in every instance. This glossary contains 
tiie names of several villages and townlands mentioned in the story ; 
and as these names in every instance indicate the natural features of 
the locality, or some circumstance connected with its discovery or 
first settlement, the study is not unworthy of the attention of the 
historian or archaeologist. 



Achudh, a chvidj O (my) share ! a term of endearment. 

Achsalach, See Ochrna-boppcU, 

Alanna, a lecmbh, O (my) child ! 

Aodh (pron. ee), Hugh. Mackay, Mackie, Machugh, McKay, 
and Hewson are identical with Mac Aotdh, Son of Hugh. 

Asthore, a 8tor, O (my) treasure ! 

Bally, bidle, town or village, home, clan, tribe; hecUach, road- way, 
pass, inlet ; huaile^ fold, place for milking cows. These words enter 
largely into the composition of local names. Ocras is hunger, ochras, 
fish-gUls ; so BcUlynocrish may mean town of hunger or town of fish- 
gills. Dorcha is dark ; Bocladhurragha is either dark pass, or dark 
cattle-fold. Boolavogue is probably Mogue's cow-pen ; 5o, cow, form- 
ing part of the word. Ballyhavm is fair town, or fair pass, or it may 
mean the pass of the track. As cattle were and are still driven up 
to the mountains in summer, the last is apparently the best explana- 
tion — ^the village lying at the entrance of ^e common of Cooliagh, 
or White Mountain. 

Bantry, Becmntraighe, Fair Strand. As the barony is several 
mileisr from any strand, the original name waa pxo\i«\^^ Bea'ivi\X'nA.\]inA.^ 
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fair hilln ; its Ebiel nne. Coali^h, b still caltei] the Wliite MdudIui. 

Tbe following mention ia made of it in tho aDcient topognphicaf 

poem of O'Doggan and Heeria :■ — 

" From tho Brarhha (Barrow) to the Slaine eastwards 

Ib the aitant of the territory of the Claian CoKratyh (CoegrsTe),— 

The host of BvninlraigKt of the curling loclu, 

The hawk-eyed, ilow-ejed, wwlike hoat." 

Bbi^. £arj>o meaiifi maritiioe district. It is also called in old MSi 
Peinmn delnxrtack, southern land. 

Bawn, inn, means common, abo field ; hence lai^ yard : Baamgi . 
(young field), village green. ' 

Bochach, hnaach, tame, a lams petaoD. I 

Bonyeen, banabhy yonng pig. 

Booltheen, front laail, (imp, mood) strike, the arm of the fliilciit 
held in the baode, 

Boro, Borb, fierce, rongh, the very character of the connnentH- 

Boochal, bnadiailt (properly cow-herd, from bo, a cow), boy, yontl ; 
bnuehai na gruaga dhowna (?'*''(<£', hairi donn, brown), boy nith ^ 

Bouilly bawn Ifmilin, loaf ; baa, wlute), white loaf. Ban, a woidh. 
truth, light, wbitfl, Bparklitiig ; Fvm, fair, renowned ; llie Hefans 
laiim, and the Englidi fine have all evidenlly the same root. 

Bunclcdy, new Ni:wtownbarrj- ; iuiE, bottom ; CWy, tho name o! i 
pmall Btrt'am fulling into Che Sliney at the upper end of the beanlifo! 
village. Clody means muddy. 

Bui, buldht, yellow. 

CiAir, CharhiB, 

Cooi, aleoder. 

Caroline, beaver hat. 

Cautk, Catherine. 

Ceann, head. 

Clonroche (cliudn, pasture ; rocoA, rocky ; rocti*. a roolf), lodn 
pasture, or crow's pasture, or Roche's pasture. 

CIoughbawD (docA, stone), white stone. 

Cnoc-UB-cro, CniK-aTi-crocJi, hill of the gallowa. 

Colaght, coUle, woody ; woody district. 

Colleen, cailin, a young girl 

Colliagh, caUleach, old woman ; properly a run, from cailic, a iril 

Coolbawn {caUl, a wood ; call, a retired place), fair wood. 

Caoleul, lonely wood, or Camhars wood. 

Cooliagk. This mountain probably got ita name from the vkAi 
formerly covering its eastern side. 

Coologe, young wood . 

Courtnaciuid!/, Cuddihy's court. 

Crith, Cruil, a, hump ; ll elwi mcKoa t^ua^. 
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Cnibeen, crub, foot of a quadniped, claw of a bird ; — ^pig's foot in 
the text. 

Gurraghgraigae (curracht bog, plain ; graigh, herd of horsM), 
plain of the herds. 

Cumulum ; cv/mal, a female slave ; one employed at turning a quern 
(hand-mill), a hood. The dance perhaps was performed to the me- 
lody of a quem-Bong or tune in ancient times. 

Chips and Ertglish Reds, superior and inferior kinds of potatoes. 

Dharg or Derg, dearg, red. 

Dheega, digt dyke ; Bet-na-dkeega, Betty of the dyke. 

Dhiala^ {IHa, Grod ; leat, i.e. U, with ; thu, thee), ** Grod be with 
thee," a drinking pledge. 

Dhieux, cormptioH of Devereuz. 

Dhu, diibht black. 

Dieh Shones Phoor. Dick being from Forth or Bargy, perhaps 
his name implies Dick, son of John or Johnes, son of Poer or 
Power. 

Dhumoge, domog^ large leather gauntlet used by faggot-cutters. 

Dufi&ey, Ihibhthwre, dubh toivt dark cemetery ; or dvbh toirb, peat. 
Templeshanbo furnishes the cemetery, and there was no scarcity of 
turf for fuel either in the great hill-bason of Cummor, or down nearer 
the noisy Glasha. The following lines mentioning the district are 
taken from O'Duggan and Heerin's topographical poem : — 

" Another high noble tribe. 

The Siol Braoin, people of the Dubhthoire ; 

They have not got a portion of the plain of Gore, — 

The Saxons from the middle of the garden." 

The Siol Braoin (Q'Byme family) have left their name to the 
barony of Shelbume. 

Enniscorthy (/nt«, island ; coirthe, a pillar stone ; ceart, justice, 
right, small, pointed, toll, pebble ; cortaSf debt ; coirteadh, a jury). 
The meaning may be — the isle of the court-house, or of the tribute, 
or of the stiuiding stone, or the small, pointed island. The isle in 
the Slaney is but a small one, and it had pointed extremities — half a 
century ago at least. 

Fadk, long. 

Forth. This barony seems to have taken its name from a chief called 
^oihairt of the Caim (CamsOTe), who was a descendant of Achy Finn 
Fothairty brother of " Conn of liie hundred battles." There are also 
in the Irish language some other not inapplicable titles for it, 
yiz.for^ia, a seat ; forihan, plenty ; fortaSf straw, litter. T^ie fertility 
of the land is proverbial., and of bean-straw there is no lack. See the 
interesting work on this barony and its dialect by the late Mr. Jacob 
Poole, edited by the learned Rev. "Wm. Barnes, author of " Poems in 
the Dorsetshire Dialect," and lately published by Mr. John Euseell 
Smith, Soho-square, London. 
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OoaiA, an exploit ; to cut a gaacli, to make a. ilioplaf ; 
Erom Gaiteidh or ffalt-ftach. a bcro. 

Qeoobach, geacach, a gtioller, glutton, spendUiriEt- 

Giredh, Gearoidh, or Gairst, a corruption of Gerald. 

(Jlajuouin {Oleaaa, glen ; Hum or Jftiine, the tbom tree, 
wood), glen of thorns, or woody glen. Hoiri is a bof . 

Goisoon, Oaatm, ths representative <^ tbe A.nglo-Noimaii 

Gow, OolAa, snuth : criitha, probably from crosbuAt, pert 
ehrotoach, •rainocA, blear-eyed, TheSD epitiista well fitted t 
neigbbonriiig Hmiths — long since at roat. 

U™ Gal laitcime, ynidh j/tat too cnld/ie, love bright of m 

Gracy, OreaiaidAe, ahoe-maker, Irogue maker in the t«rt. 

Graigue, Graig, manor or Till^;e ; nuxnack, a monk ; G, 
lacmha, village of the monks. 

Grange has its origin from GTiavan {Grian, the aim), 
houae, royal manBioa, sunny e}iiunber of the Gaelic ladies of 
sheltered walk on a bill. 

Gunn, Qorm. b!oa. James Kelly was c^led Shamui G 
tbe bluish-black hue of the lower part of Im face. 

Inch, litit, properly an isLand ; applied to meadows 

Eaim, probably CHn, a step, a dwree, a rise. 

Kilanne {fieail, ohunih}, St. Anne^s ohurab. 

Eilaughiim ifioiU, wood ; tUh, ford i ramodid, rowinc), p« 
wood of the ferry ; Twdm, is a fishing line, ako the alder ti 
the wood of the fiGhiog, or of the aldcr-ford. 

Killeen, cUlh, a little cell ; an olJ {.TTtvu-jurd. 

Knocmore (ctioc, hill ; mor, large), large bill. 

Launa Vaula, lim-atahala, hteially, "full of the bag,' 

Lttde, ashamed ; probably from the Geiraan leiden, to su! 
Macamores {Hoc, bod ; mnir, the sea), inliabitants of the 

Mam, the breast ; the hollow between the breasts j henci 
tain Bide or a defile. 

Mangan, meangan, bongb, twig, oaicr. Mangan is ci< 
wood of Kilaughrim, and has the Urrin for bouudarj. 

Maudlin, Madeleine, eastern suburb of New Ross ; pri 
called from a church dedicated to St. Mary Magdalen in tor 

MauyaidA, Maude, Margaret. 

Miel, maot, hornless, when applied to heaata ; baH as respt 
noble, a tonsured person ; Miulmmre, Mary's servant (in 
AfaoCiea/^ain, St. Sechnal'a servant. 

MiUia Mollocht, mile mollaehd, thousand curses. 

Moghurry {Magh, field i vrraid or urraigh, chief or prince) 
field or plain. 

Mogue, Mo Aodh Ogt, My (lord) young Hugh. Mogu 
monly but improper\y HubstiUi^i I'Jt "yL^^fte*. 

Money, mufiin, a wood. Monamo^n ','m.i!.ilU<™,-».™-ft^,i 
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milL Monamuch (tnw a pig), 8wine*s-wood. Moneyhore (urrcdgh a 
chief), chief 8- wood. Monejtummer {tobhcoTf a well), the wood of the 
welL Moin, is a bog. 

Moynart {Magh, field ; nectrt, power), field of power ; peihaps Magh 
an Airt, (King) Art's plain. 

Naboclish {ni or na^ not ; hoeadht dlBcnssion of a matter ; Idt with 
it), "never mind it " — an interjectioaal expression. 

Natcki the side of a box-bed farthest from the wall. 

Och-na-goppal {Ath, ford ; eapall or eapullf a horse), Horseford. 
Gobhar, a goat ; Och-na-goury Goat's-ford ; AckaaUbck, muddy ford. 

Oonah, probably AovMf Yenus, music, abstinence, the moon, the 
sea, delight. It gets the meaning of abstinence from Friday bein^ a 
fast day as well as Yenus's day ; a yeiy strange combination ! 

Pleidhogue, fleadh, a feast. 

Prapeen, prucas, mixture of oatenmeal and milk. 

Puttha heg^ 'sa puttha nwr, *8a yarra fuitha (^s for agm and), the 
little pot, and the big pot, and the middling pot— corrupt version. 
Putraux is the proper equivalent for pot. 

Kaimshach, reimsCf club or staff, — ^a tall upright stone on the 
southern slope of the White Mountain, near the road leading from 
Templeudigan into the county of Carlow by the old cemetery of St. 
Mullins. These standing stones or dcUlans were set up where heroes 
were interred, and sometimes they served for objects of worship, or 
boundary-marks to lands. 

Bathnure {rath, fort ; ntuzr, sorrow), fort of sorrow ; Jtathduff, 
black fort ; Rathjohelim, Phelim's fort, 

Binka, rince, a dance ; Rinhafadha, long dance. 

Boss, ro8, arable land, a promontory, a wood. 

Scobie, sguahy a sheaf or besom. Scobie is still a fertile townland, 
and of course plentiful in sheaves. 

Scollagh, scoltadh, a rift or cleft ; the picturesque pass between 
Blackstairs and Mount Leinster. 

Scradheen, 9craidi% a diminutive, worthless fellow. 

Sha gu deirij **It ia even so;" interrogatively, "Is it sof* "Is 
that the case f 

Shebal, siobJialf a thorn or pin ; siubhalt motion or walking — a 
woman's name ; Eliza is its substitute. 

Sheda, Celia. 

Shudiuth, tvd ort {air, on ; thu, thee), here^s to you ! a drinking 
pledge. 

Skiach, tciath, agiat, a fiat basket, an ancient shield of wicker work 
covered with strong leather. 

Slaney, slainte, health ; slanadh, healing ; the chief river of 
Wexford. 

Taghmon {teagh, a house ; Munn, a contraction for Edmund), 
Edmund's house. 

Templeudigan, St. Udigan's church near the south-western extre- 
mity of the White Mountain. 
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Tliubber, lobar, a, spring wall ; thubber i/al, dear spring ■ (ioMn 
JJiarg, red Bpriog. 

Tomaiieu'l?, taam or fiun'nt an larla, tomb of the Eart ; TinneiiiDt, 
probably iiuan latn taaadi, fart in the mitnb ; TbomnamDUage, Ivaa 
na vJitdog^ buriaE place or fort oF tlie oxen ; Tamlrick, towo or fort dI 
the Bolmon ; tuam or fuai'm having the diBbTent rueocings of bmiil 
place, town, fortiSeJ place, village, and fence. 

Unin, lUTun, Btrife, conten^n, b befitting name for the ritet 
i(hicb FonB from BlacketAita to meet ilie Slanej', a little way belra 
Enniecoithy. It has a coDBiderable decline for a mils or two fnto 
iU eource, hence its tumbling, brawling character. 

Vanithee, (ion, woman ; teagh, house), miatreaa of the house. 

Wiaford hBB ret«ived its name troin the Scandinavian Be* 

fiirtht or jiord, white haven, probably from the white atrand viii^ 

stretches along the eastern «ide of the harbour opposite to the Wm. 

lis Goelie name waa Lock Cantmin, Lake of Carmen (a Celtic god- 



n BBDtrf of a penan id» 

ning viewB above his rtifc ' 
iiE life, in cultivating genteel doportmcnt, and in selecting fine wonit 
for ordinary occaainns, let it be diatLactly understood that the rtaon 
blance is etrictlj liiniteil to these particulars. The writer of this book 
is not aware of any anworthy action or expression for which tbit 
persoDsge was ever held respomiible by common report. 
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LEGENDARY FICTIONS OF THE IRISH CELTS ; 

COLLECTED AND NABBATED 

By PATEICK KENNEDY. 



From the Athenceum. 

^' As an author, combining archseological learning with a sly, grave 
humour, we commend Mr. Kennedy to the pubUc, reminding the 
latter that to the scholar and historian, the real value of the book 
lies in its archaeology. His book will keep his name young as an 
admirable Irish story-teller." 

Th£ Spect<itcr, 

*^ This is a very admirable selection of the Irish Fairy Stories and 
L^ends, in which will be found much that is fresh and full of 
the peculiar vivacity, and humour, and ideal beauty of the true Celtic 

legend Mr. Kennedy has produced a peculiar and 

popular book, for which he will earn the hearty thanks of both little 
people and great people, with an imagination and sympathy for Celtic 
story." 

TAe Dublin University Magazine. 

** An enthusiast like the author could not have fallen upon a more 
critical time. None ever came to his work armed with better oppor- 
tunities, with a shrewder and more philosophic discrimination, with 
ima^ation and humour so in harmony with his subject, or with a 
more racy and admirable gift of narration. ...... He 

approaches the most grotesque and extravagant of his Celtic stories 
with the veneration due to immense antiquity, and rude but undoubted 
national inspiration. In him we admire not only an admirable story 
teller, a man of quiet and pleasant humour, but a sound and compre- 
hensive scholar, and a writer of singular modesty." 

The Bvhlin Evenimg MaU. 

'* The household stories of no country are more numerous or varied 
or richer in humour, or a finer picture of tiie simple lives and ima- 
ginings of the people, than those of Ireland. Mr. Kennedy has 
tiiought good to preserve the native folk-lore at a time when, but for hi& 
intervention, it would be swept away ; and aa >i3aa «kVsnRS^\ia'w28ffl»"«s» 
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given Bfl tbe; were orally communicated, they have all Uie freahnea 
and the charm uf an originality which the writer's mod« of nimtioii 
doIightCully illugtratsx. Mr. Kennedj'a " Legendary Fictiune of & 
Irish Celts" is the moat entertaining volome of light literatnie llW 
has oome into our hands for a oonaiderable period. 

" We cousider that be hou luirl Irishiueu of every creed and dui 
ander obligation by a work which will ofTond none, and please and 
instruct alL The purest taste lias presided over the seleutian and 
narration of the stories." 

The Cork ilromJMr. 

" Believing that the simplicity, the freafa fancy, and humble senti- 
ments of a people, rude and icelegani as they are, sboultl not to 
dropped out of sight in the face of progresBi we heartily welconu tla 
new volume, no leas for its matter than its manner. The asnpiid 
the Osaianio ura have a true Bavour of the times of the cajm and fts 
cromleaeht. and rend with wild ring of inord and geblet. What* 
world nf dry humour or aimplioity in sutli phnwea aa "—&<:., &c 

Sttundai Naet- Letter. 

" Tbn above Tolmna oontaini a large nnmbeF of Cellio atoriet— 

qaunt, hnmonroos, and {diiloaophioil stories — fnQ of dry wit a3 
quiet fun, and those antique mareels of wisdom that instruct, ,nfail! 
they ticWo the fancy. The wark is chftracteri«td by BiiupUcitjrf 
langiuigB, a keen perception of all that is satirical and hnmoroua is 
the Celtic fables, and an esmeet and laudable desire that ' the ataivt 
anil legends should not fiide from the minds of the people, and thai 
the tales heard by him in boyhood should not be irrevocably lost."" 

The Warder. 

" What the brothers Grimm did for Germany, and Hans Andi:neii 
for Denmark, Mr, Kennedy has now done for Ireland, and no ligU 
task is that which he has accompU»hec!. . . . The happy manuB 
in which he has rendered the idioms and expressions common to our 
country^adds considerably to the amusement thetalesaflbrd. . . . 
The author has rendered much service to Irish literature by the leacw 
of these tales from the oblivion into which a few more yeais <i 
neglect would have hopelessly plunged them. The task was out 
requiring not only great talent and discerzunent, but grv^t patjence 
and perseverooce, qualities of which t^e author passesEes no men 

Tie EUkttaai Sfoderalor. 
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find that there anrvives at least one Irishman from beyond the dark 
period of the famine, treasuring in memory those old world relicH— 
gifted with the power to transfer them to paper in such a way as that 
ihey retain with the most yiyid freshness all their ancient features. 
We tender our thanks to Mr. Kennedy for the preservation of these 
tales, which otherwise would have ceased to be uiown in the land." 

TTie Limerick Chronicle. 

"" Since the publication of Thomas Crofton Croker's Legends, and 
Keightley's Fairy Mythology, no such attractive work of Irish folk- 
lore and household fiction has iq>peared as the present. When wo 
compare it with the above works, however, we must decidedly give it 
the preference for the comprehensive variety and local interest of its 
multifarious fairy tales, ghost stories, witchcraft, sorcery, fetches, 
and diablerie of every Idnd. The style is so natural that it will bring 
Imck. to many of us the most pleasing remimscenoes of our child bo<Kl : 
and at the same time the author's reperUnr has been so well iWUul 
firam all our archaeological stores, especially those more recently 
devdoped by our great Irish scholars, that the more leam<;<l and 
fastidious reader will find something to attract his attention, and oild 
to his store of knowledge. The book is' in short quite a gem in its 
way." 
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